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Willa Cather: 1876-1947
APRIL 24 Willa Cather
O passed
on, one of the great
N

literary artists of Twentieth Century America. Born in Virginia,
she was early transplanted to the
Nebraska frontier. The West became her home, and it was the
West and Southwest which she
portrayed in her novels. 0 Pioneers~ My Antonio~ Death Comes
for the Archbishop~ and Shadows
on the Rock will be read as long
as men appreciate skillful writing.
Her novels are chronicles of the
struggle of men with their social
and physical environment. However, unlike Thomas Hardy, Willa Cather never stacks the cards
against her characters. Despite
the severity of the conflict, they
always emerge as noble souls.
Equally adept and creative in
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the field of the short story, Miss
Cather has left us Youth and the
Bright Medusa and A Lost Lady.
One of her short stories, The
Sculptor's Funeral~ in this writer's
opinion, should be better known.
The Sculptor's Funeral is the
story of Harvey Merrick, a young
man who left his home town, a
benighted and unknown middlewestern hamlet, and became arenowned sculptor. An appreciation
of his renown, of course, never
penetrated his intellectually and
culturally starved home town.
Willa Cather describes the homecoming of Harvey Merrick's body
after his untimely death.
We believe that no other writer,
Sinclair Lewis, Sherwood Anderson, and Edgar Lee Masters included, has more graphically portrayed the sordidness and the
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provincialism of the American
small town than has Willa Cather
in The Sculptor's Funeral. Some
one with a greater degree of veracity than wit once said: God
made the country; man made the
city; and the devil made the small
town. Cather's short story is an
excellent commentary on that
pithy statement.
We read The Sculptor's FuneraJ several times each year.
Whenever we feel the urge to
return to that troglodytic middlewestern village in which we were
unfortunate enough to be reared,
we turn to Miss Cather's realistic
and devastating portrayal of the
small town banker, the professional war veteran, and the cattle
dealer. The urge to return to
earlier haunts 'soon passes.

"The Least of These"
.~ EPTEMBER

forcefully brings to
0 our attention America's children. We see them once more
making their way to schoolwalking, on street cars, in busses,
in autos. We note especially those
tiny five-and-six-year-olds who
with tingling emotion are following their older brothers and sisters and their neighbors' children.
We instinctively feel for them as
they come to grips with formal

education for the first time in
tgeir lives.
We have said and written much
about the rights of adults in
American society. But the child,
too, has natural, inalienable
rights. As Eleanor Roosevelt
states in a recent column, "I wish
we could hang in every home a
summary of the rights of children:
Every child has a right to care
which will insure 1. physical and
mental health; 2. normal home
life; 3· the largest possible development of his powers through
education; 4· moral and religious
training; 5· opportunity for wholesome play and companionship; 6.
protection from work that interferes with health and schooling.''
One might disagree with Mrs.
Roosevelt on some details in this
bill of rights. We do wish she had
placed moral and religious training farther up in the list. Yet, on
the whole, her summary appears
to be adequate.
If parents could be prevailed
upon to be more concerned about
the rights ·of their children than
about the rights which are theirs
by nature and under the American Constitution, American family life would be far happier than
it is now and our present fears
regarding the morals, mores, attitudes, and habits of the coming
generation would decrease. We
need first to improve the American home and thereafter, in the
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interest of the child, the American
school.

Toward an International
Auxiliary Language?
only a pipe-dream,
Ponly a it's
crack-pot idea. NeverERHAPS

theless those who believe that an
international language may yet
become a reality, got a shot in the
arm when they read in the New
York Times (Feb. 24) that the
British government had purchased the copyright of Basic English for $g2,ooo from its inventor,
C. K. Ogden. Some detected a
further straw in the wind when
they read that the British government plans to develop Basic English as an auxiliary and adminis·
trative language, thus confining
the vocabulary of certain communications to the basic 85o
words.
Hope that an international language may soon be a reality is
cherished also by the delegates to
the United Nations. At present
delegates may express themselves
in any one of the five languagesChinese, English, French, Russian,
Spanish; the message is then immediately relayed by a staff of
translators in the other languages.
But this system is cumbersome
and for other reasons not wholly
satisfactory.
There have been two great in-
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ternational languages in the past,
Hellenistic Greek and Church
Latin. The former served from
about 330 B.c. to A.D. 6oo as a universal second language throughout the countries bordering on
the eastern half of the Mediterranean. While the works of classical Greek employed a vocabulary of roughly fifty thousand
words, the chief work of Hellenistic Greek, the New Testament,
uses only about five thousand.
Church Latin, which gradually
came into its own after A.D. 475,
was popular _for more than a thousand years. Scholars down to the
end of the seventeenth century
used it to write books and to
carry on correspondence. The
grammar and syntax were simpler
than those of classical Latin and
it adopted neo-Latin terms to
make it capable of expressing new
ideas. For a portion of the Christian world, it is still a living language.
.J
In modern times, outstanding
scholars and scientists have repeatedly stressed the need of an international language. The most
practical among them have believed that the first requisite of
a world language is prestige, resulting from military conquests,
commercial expansion or the
sheer number of people using it.
For the reason given, some unhesitatingly promoted the English
language. In 1784, Benjamin

4
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Franklin wrote from Paris that
eventually English would become
the world language. Already in
1768 he devised a "Scheme for a
New Alphabet and Reformed System of Spelling." Similarly Jacob
Grimm (1785-1863), pioneer in the
field of Germanic philology, declared, "The English speech rna y
rightfully be called a world language. It will go on with the people who speak it, prevailing more
and more to the ends of the earth.
In richness, reason and compression, no living speech can be put
beside it. Did not a whimsical,
antiquated orthography stand in
the way, the universality of this
language would be still more evident."
Among artificial languages designed to become international
languages, are Volapilk} first popularized in 188o; Esperanto}
which first made its appearance
in 1887 and by 1900 had acquired
a large and enthusiastic following; and finally, !ala} the letters
standing for "International Auxiliary Language Association"
(founded in 1924).
We admire the courage and
foresight of those who founded or
are promoting these artificial languages. Yet it seems to us that
only that language can develop
into an international auxiliary
language which is already known
and spoken even in the outlying
markets of the world. That Ian-

guage is English-not Spanish,
Chinese, French, or Russian. But
if English is to become the international language, an international group must do the promotional
work. Such a group exists. It is
UNESCO. May this body include
in its list of noble objectives the
furtherance of English as the international auxiliary language.

Eisenhower for Columbia
of General Dwight
T D . choice
Eisenhower as the new
HE

president of Columbia University
has called forth various comments. Perhaps most people were
surprised that a great university
chose as its head a world-famous
military leader.
According to popular opinion,
an educational institution should
select its president from among
famous scholars. That has been
Columbia's policy in the past.
Why has scholarship been subordinated to military leadership
and strategy? The 85-year-old
President Emeritus Nicholas Murray Butler of Columbia has answered this question when he
said: "General Eisenhower's great
ability in dealing with world
problems is precisely what the
world needs today in the administration of a great university."
Columbia did not establish a
precedent in its appointment of
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General Eisenhower. After the
Civil War, Washington College
(now Washington and Lee) in
Lexington, Virginia, secured General Robert E. Lee as its president, and this man who had spent
the greater part of his life as a
military leader proved to be an
able college president.
Great universities today look
for administrative ability in those
men whom they place in positions
of headship. Great scholarship
and outstanding administrative
qualification are a comparatively
rare combination. The practical
issues of administering the affairs
of a modern university require a
type of insight and skill which
profound academic preparation
and proficiency in educational
procedure as a rule do not embrace. Vital for the welfare of an
educational institution is the coordination and resultant smooth
operation of its various departments and phases. Viewed from
that angle, Columbia's choice cannot be considered unwise.

The Disk Hysteria
looked skyward. NewsP papers brought
daily reports of
EOPLE

new evidence that mysterious
things were flying through the sky
at fabulous speed. Some had seen
them in the form of saucers or

I
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disks ranging in size from mere
specks to the expanse of washtubs.
They were photographed and
chased by airplanes.
What were these phenomena
and whence did they come? Were
they new devices sent over our
continent from a foreign area?
Were they perhaps fragments or
even missiles coming from another
planet? Might they perhaps be related to transmutation of atomic
energy? Was the army possibly
making experiments, the nature of
which was to be a military secret?
Everybody was guessing. No one
had the answer.
·
Finally the mystery was solved.
The fear-instilling objects were
remnants of paper balloons sent
into the stratosphere by a weather
observation station for the purpose of experimentation. The excitement was over; worry gave
way to sighs of relief.
The incident illustrates the
effect of uncertainty and fear on
the human mind. We moderns
are inclined to be rather critical
of our forbears for allowing themselves generations ago to be fettered by superstitious beliefs and
tortured by resulting fears. We
are likely to boast that ours is the
age of science which has substituted knowledge and reason for
ignorance and prejudice.
Has it?

6
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Security and the Birth Rate
1939 the average monthly
number of births in the United
States was 188,799. The following
months witnessed a sharp increase
which reached its peak during December of 1946, when 343,000
children were born in this country. While February and March
of this year were marked by a
decline in the birth rate, the average monthly number of births
still exceeds 3oo,ooo. Recovering
from an all time low of 16.6
births per thousand people in
1932, the rate is now running
above 28 per thousand.
No one can dogmatically assert
whether or not this increase is a
temporary phenomenon. We are
inclined to believe that as long
as we are enjoying our current
lush economy with its concomitant economic security, the high
birth rate will be sustained. We
believe that people generally love
children and as a result desire to
rear comparatively large families.
Experience has indicated that
when our economy furnishes sufficient financial security to warrant the rearing of larger families
our birth rate rises. Therefore,
to state that selfishness on the
part of potential parents was
largely responsible for our declining birth rate during the depression seems to be a half-truth.
It must be remembered that
America en joyed its highest birth

I
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rate in the days when its economy
was largely agricultural and when,
consequently, children were an
economic asset. Not a few farmers accumulated the wealth they
did through the low-cost labor
which their large families afforded. In an urban and industriali7ed economy children are an economic liability. The exorbitant
cost of medical and hospital services in urban areas, the difficulties and greater expense incurred
in. rearing children in cities and
towns, and the feeling of financial
insecurity bred by our industrial
economy create a reluctance-areluctance which cannot arbitrarily
be classified as selfish-on the
part of parents to rear large families.
The increase in our birth rate
in recent years is testimony to the
willingness of urban parents to
rear larger families in spite of the
handicaps mentioned above as
long as they have a sense of financial security.

~
Who Is Disloyal?
put it rather mildW ly, quitetodisturbed
by thereE ARE,

cent presidential executive order
which provides that any Federal
employees can be summarily fired
if the Attorney General so decides.
The Attorney General need only
state that a Federal employee was
a member of, or in "sympathetic

.____---~-~--~-~~~--~
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association" with, any organiza- cause you adopted the Commution the Attorney General regards nist "line." You would have no
as subversive or disloyal. Once the chance to defend yourself, if the
charges are made the employee is letter of the executive order were
fired. True, there is a pretense of carried out. Attorney General
a trial but a "disloyal" employee Tom Clark says he will use "disis not told about the nature of the cretion" but "discretion" is also
indictment, nor is he told who the an elastic term.
Today the forces of reaction,
complaining witnesses are. W c
submit that this is farcical justice. cruelty, intolerance, political obWe are bolstered in our conten- scurantism are determined to detion by the statements of the Dep- feat the liberals and to see them
uty Chief Counsel at Nuremberg, in the grave. Agitators for white
A. L. Pomerantz, who states in no supremacy and racial hatred are
uncertain terms that this execu- having a field day among the untive order resembles Nazi judicial informed. Hitler may be dead but
procedures. "This conviction, we have dozens of venomous and
without trial, borrowed from the vicious men in high and low
darkest days of the Nazi inquisi- places of government, church and
tion, is a startling innovation in business who would like to see
American judicial procedure." fascism the triumphant order in
The Honorable Mr. Pomerantz this nation. The executive order
goes on to say that the word "dis- on disloyalty is the entering
loyal" is an extremely fluid word wedge. These verminous preachand can be applied at the discre- ers of hatred against the Negro,
tion of the Attorney General or a the Jew, the Roman Catholic will
complaining witness.
stop at nothing to promote their
Now, just who is disloyal? Sup- twisted philosophy of ill-will to
pose your church organization de- all men except their own clique.
cided to fight the terrible evil of · We hope that men of good-will
racial discrimination. Suppose everywhere will persuade the govthat happened to be the Commu- ernment to abandon this execunist "line" for the moment. Sup- tive order. We have good and
pose that some one wanted your sufficient laws on ~he books dejob in the Federal government signed to handle the problem of
and accused you of disloyalty be- disloyalty and treachery.

PILGRIM

The

~~All

the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

BY

0.

P.

KRETZMANN

of the dying year beyond my window, the cooler wind in the elms,
the turning leaf, the sudden rains,
I should like to say a few words
to my friend across the miles ....
Really not very much.... There
is so little one human being can
say to another when the heavens
fall and life collapses in a heap.
. . . Another's sorrow is forever
beyond us ... but greatly, mercifully never beyond God. . . .
Whenever death comes as it
came to the son of my friend a
few days ago it never brings only
a single gift. ... It always carries
more than one thing. . . . For
those who once stood under a
Cross it carries joy, peace, glory,
rest. . . . The last earthly gift to
the soul which is now free of the
chains of mortality and ready to
see God as we have not yet seen
Him.... Death brings no sorrow
to those who die; it brings it only
to those who live . . . . To those
who remain here for a little while
it brings a cup of tears, a seem-

The Great Benediction
As I looked out
0 of the window this morning a
leaf fluttered to the ground . . . .
The postman came a few moments later and brought a card
which told me that a very good
friend had lost his oldest son ....
A picnic, a sudden accident in
treacherous waters, the sharp end
of a life that bore great promise
for the years .... For a moment I
looked at the leaf lying on the
warm earth. . . . This was the
third or fourth time during the
past few months that the mysterious lightning of divine providence had struck near....
Here no doubt is one of the
ultimate mysteries of life . . . . It
is true, of course, that the believing heart knows all about death
-a knowledge gained under a
Cross-except the reason for its
hour .... That will always remain
a part of the ultimate revelation
on the other side .... But today,
in September, with the first signs
CEPTEMBER . • • •
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ingly bitter gift, the ultimate
myrrh of life and living....
Knowing my friend I know that
his son died near the Cross. . . .
The tremendous effective operation of God the Holy Spirit
brought him in his dying moments the memory of his childhood faith, of a Christian home
where Christ was at home, of
Christian parents and teachers
who had kept him close to eternity. . . .
And so my friend's son is very
content and very happy now ....
He came to the end of the road
sooner than he and we had expected, but, as he knows now, that
doesn't really matter. . . . The
end, whenever in life and time it
comes, is always the same for the
believing soul. . . . God and
heaven and joy and peace. . .. I
know that, because at the end it
does not matter that we hold God
but that He holds us . . . .
So perhaps he would be the
first to say that we should now
think of ourselves. . . . For those
of us who remain death also has
a gift; but it is not an easy one
to appreciate . . . . Someone has
said that death always makes philosophers of men. . . . That is
true. . . . More than any other
event in human existence it compels us to ask: "Why?" ... I am
sure that my friend has asked this
question again and again since
last week: "Why did it happen?

9

Why did he, so young and so
happy, have to die?" ... I remember of course that the question is
not new. . . . It has been asked
by stricken hearts since our first
parents stood outside the gates of
Paradise Lost. ... It is the great
tolling question of the universe
and of time .... From palace and
hovel, from young and old, from
rich and poor, from great and
lowly it rises to the throne of
judgment and mercy . . . the
great wailing cry of children lost
in the night: "Why does God permit certain things to happen?
Why all the pain and heartache
that follows the evening sun
across the world?" ... More than
any other fact in life, death faces
us with this question. . . . This
is really it . . . the ultimate barrier between the mind of man and
the mind of God .... There must
be a way across it or through it if
we are to live sanely and happily
. . . if we are to live at all. . . .
Without some answer life would
be desolation . . . . A world of
broken hearts and empty arms,
cruel, senseless, brutal, blind . . .
utterly without meaning and
without hope. . . .
For one kind of person under
heaven there is an answer . . . .
Not of logic or reason or philosophy . . . an answer which is the
world's great benediction of sorrow, even of the final sorrow of
death .... The blessed assurance,
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beyond tears and beyond hope,
wrought by the power of the Spirit of God, that God is in this ...
that He uses even death to bring
us the golden gift of a stronger
faith and a surer hope .... That
the cleansing fire of sorrow leaves
not ashes but warmth-the strange
mysterious warmth which comes
from the know ledge of the fact
that God loves us . . . enough to
blind our eyes with tears that we
may see Him more clearly . . .
enough to break our hearts so that
they will be mended in Him . . .
enough to remind us again and
again that we have here no abiding city and that life is a pilgrimage whose length is uncertain but
whose end is sure. . . .
This is the world's great benediction. . . . If death does not
mean that to us who remain, what
can it mean? . . . There is only
one other possible answer ... the
answer which so many in our generation have given .... "All this
means nothing." . . . No more
and no less than the crushing of
an insect under our feet, the falling of a leaf, the withering of a
flower . . . . I prefer, my friend,
and I think you should too, the
other answer-that God is in this
... that beyond the white stillness
of death is the white mercy of
God under a Cross . . : holding
your son and all of us in His everlasting arms . . . giving him the

benediction of glory and us the
benediction of sorrow. . . .
And in the light of that twofold benediction I know exact! y
what happened last week when
my friend's son was drowned ....
An angel stood before the throne
of God, white and still, and the
voice of God came to him: "I have
a child down there who is now
ready to come home." ... And so
there was another presence on
this earth for a brief moment ...
standing invisible among sorrowing friends and stricken pare'nts.
. .. At God's own moment the
angel took the free soul of my
young friend into his hands and
began the long journey upward
. . . beyond the stars, beyond all
worlds, beyond all time, to the
land whose place I do not know.
... The journey began in darkness, the darkness of earth and
sin and pain .... But as the angel
flew there was a greater and greater light . . . brighter, whiter,
stronger until the whole universe
was full of the rna jesty and mercy
of God Himself, and the angel
came to the throne of God with
the soul of the son of my friend
and left him there and God
looked at him, though not for the
first time. . . . He had seen him
and loved him from all eternity.
... But he looked at God for the
first time and what he saw I cannot imagine, but what he heard
I know . . . . The great choirs of

I
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heaven chanting: "Worthy is the
Lamb that was slain to receive
power and riches and wisdom and
strength and honor and glory and
praise and blessing." ... And God,
1 am very sure, bent down from
His throne and wiped away all
tears from his eyes. . . . Now he

I
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knows n·o more sorrow but only
benediction. . . . And I am content to leave him there ... to say
"Good-bye" for a few years in the
great words of the waiting
Church: "Eternal rest grant unto
him, 0 Lord, and let perpetual
light shine upon him." ...

.I
A missionary reflects . . .

India Out of
the Dark Wood
By M. L.

KRETZMANN

the grand old missionary
As hymn,
today again "each

Christianity and Imperialism

IN

Can we say, with any reasonable hope of being believed, that
the British Empire in India is today being destroyed by the Christian Church? There are few political observers who would credit
a statement of that kind. The numerical strength of the Christian
community in India is so small
that it could scarcely lay claim
to having accomplished the downfall of an empire against which
armies have beaten in vain. And
yet the forces which have caused
that downfall have flown out of
the Christian Gospel in both its
eastern and western manifestations. The intrinsic worth of the
individual, the awareness of life
and the world as an arena for
divine activity, a social conscience
alive and responsible for the welfare and happiness of one's fellowmen-all these are principles that

breeze that sweeps the ocean
brings tidings from afar." We,
whose lines are cast in distant
places and whose thoughts fashion
the varied and confusing happenings of this new world into patterns which will further the cause
of that world-wide divine society
through which alone redemption
and life can come to man, turn
our faces to the fresh breezes
blowing from the East and know
that a world which our fathers
knew and with which we were at
times too willing to come to terms,
has ceased to exist. Political institutions which were at one time
surrounded by an aura of almost
divine sanction are crumbling under the springs of life flowing out
of the mass of the common people
of the world as they did in the
sixteenth and eighteenth centuries.
1.2
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have their roots in the Christian
Gospel.
When India was opened to the
work of Christian missions the
empire was doomed, not only by
the spread of the Gospel in that
country but by the inevitable
judgment of the Christian con~
science in the world. A century
and a half is not a long time in
India, nor is it more than a frac~
tion of the history of the Chris~
tian Church. And yet within that
time the conscience of Great Brit~
ain has been leavened to such an
extent that the surrender of a
vast sub~continent has become not
only a political necessity but a
matter of moral right.
For the most part the statesmen of Great Britain are out~
spoken in their conviction that
India should and ought to be free.
I do not believe that this is only
a matter of gracing the inevitable.
One hundred years ago the imperialistic utterances of statesmen
the world over received, if not the
applause, at least the silent approval of their countrymen. To~
day the most rabid imperialist
must hedge his inner thoughts
about with sentiments of freedom
and democracy for all if he would
avoid a storm of protest from
those who have been leavened
with a Christian Weltanschauung.
It is not the purpose of this
article to establish the above as a
thesis, and there are many factors

13

which should be considered before a final judgment could be
arrived at. They are thoughts that
have been suggested by a reading
of Jawaharlal's Nehru's The Dis~
covery of India,* which is, in a
very definite sense, also the dis~
covery of one of the world's great
men. Nehru is not a religious man
in the conventional sense of the
term, nor is he a Christian in any
sense. And yet an understanding
of his philosophy of life and ac~
tion, as well as of his sense of
values, both so far removed from
the roots of India's traditional
religions, is not possible unless we
trace in them the Christian in·
fluences which have made him
what he is today. Nehru, perhaps
more than any other person in
India's public life today, symbolizes the powers which are bringing about the dissolution of British rule in that country. Some of
the best strains of occidental
and oriental culture have gone
into the making of this man and
much that appears confusing on
the Indian scene today is clarified
through an understanding of him.
It is impossible for one who is
not an expert in Indian history,
ancient and modern, to check or
criticize the vast amount of factu~
al detail that has gone into the
making of this book. Nehru draws
from a large store of knowledge
and illumines many dark corners
*The Signet Press, 19-46.
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in India's long history. But it is
not this aspect of the book which
interests us so much as the interpretation which a brilliant and
cultured mind gives to these
events of history. In spite of the
danger of over-simplification one
might say that, if there is any
single dominant thought in the
somewhat diffuse mass of fact and
philosophy it is that India is in
no respect, and has not been except for brief periods, inferior to
any other country of the world in
a comparable state of development and that her enforced connection with the British Raj has
resulted in her political, social
and economic degradation and
impoverishment.
It ought not be said that it
was the author's intention to demonstrate this and that he has marshalled his facts in such a way as
to make the conclusion inevitable; such a conclusion would not
be warranted. And yet the reading
does bring with it the frequently
recurring thought that perhaps
not all of the relevant material
has been brought to light and
that if this were done, or could
be done, a slightly different interpretation could also be justified. The fact that the book was
written when the author was in
jail, a circumstance which must
have weighed on his proud and
sensitive nature, may have influenced his survey of that period of

India's history which coincided
with her connection with the British Raj.
There are certain aspects of this
work which are of more interest
and importance to us than others.
Is India a great country? What is
her attitude to spiritual values?
Can her ancient social system
stand the impact of the twentieth
century? What will be the ~tti
tude of free India to the rest of
the world and how will she fit
into the pattern of One World?

Is India Great?
The casual traveler in India,
or even the resident of many
years, if he is absorbed in doing
a job that must be done, is sometimes overwhelmed by the almost
total absorption of a large majority of the population in the simple
business of keeping alive. If the
cultural level of a people and its
measure of greatness is gauged by
what it does with its leisure hours,
then the superficial observer in
India will not find much to the
country's credit. But ever and
again he will catch glimpses, as
when the evening wind blows
away the smoke of the fires, of
another life in India. It may be
in the magnificent ruins of some
ancient temple in a deserted
countryside, or in an unexpected
chance encounter with a philosopher far off the beaten track of
modern civilization. It is these
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chance visions of another life and
another world in India that constitute much of her mystery and
attraction.
We are all familiar with the
tribute which Prof. Max Mueller
has paid to India in which he
points to India as the most richly
endowed of all the countries of
the earth in wealth and beauty,
a land in which the human mind
has pondered most deeply on the
greatest problems of life and
whose literature holds the corrective for the western world.
It is easy to believe this when
the imposing array of India's past
achievements is placed before our
eyes. The Indus valley civilization
is recognized along with Persia,
Mesopotamia, and Egypt as one
of the most important areas where
civilizing processes were initiated
and developed; the Vedic literature, some of it antedating any
other religious writings; the wild
joy of living in ancient India; her
drama and philosophy, her culture and art, her trade and colonies, her mathematics and astronomy-it is a magnificent
panorama that unfolds before our
eyes, a tapestry in which an intensely vital people grow out of
the soil of a fabulously wealthy
and fertile land and spread their
culture throughout the Oriental
world. With lavish hand India
gave one of the world's great religions to China and Japan; she
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gave of her Sanskrit learning and
the art of government to the Malayo-Polynesian states; she gave
the art of writing to the Philippines; the alphabet and her system of civil and criminal law to
Cambodia; and the art and architecture of her religion to all.
India was to the world of Asia,
"from Siberia to Borneo, from
Persia to the Chinese Sea" (p. 239)
what Greece was to the world of
the Mediterranean.
Orie is carried away by the author's enthusiasm for the ancient
culture and civilization of India
not so much because of the
achievements of that culture but
because of the contrast which it
presents with much that is visible
on the surface of India today.
There are scholars and philosophers in modern India who can
take their place with the best in
the world, but the tendency is to
consider them as isolated phenomena toward the development
of which western culture has contributed a great deal. The picture
given us of ancient India, however, is that of brilliant geniuses
who were "essentially the product of the social milieu" ... who
"answered some insistent demand
of the times" (p. 250), and who
were thrown up, as it were, into
their remarkable achievements by
the mass of the people.
India has been charged by
countless western writers of living
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in a never-never world of dreamladen unreality-an observation
which may grow out of the modern Indian's attempt to escape
from the disabilities of an unpleasant world. It is refreshing to
note with what emphasis Nehru
states his belief that the real philosophy of India has social value,
that its ideal is the "integration
of man, a stress on goodness, beauty and truth rather than acquisitiveness" (p. 298). This admiration for the good of India's past
does not blind him to the necessity of an adjustment to the world
of the twentieth century. "India
· must break with much of her past
and not allow it to dominate the
present. Our lives are encumbered
with the dead wood of this past;
all that is dead and has served
its purpose has to go" (p. 62o).
There is much that must be retained, "the buoyant energy and
love of life and nature, the spirit
of curiosity and mental adventure" and the great achievements
of literature and the sciences. One
would like to add that these admirable traits must not only be
retained but also regained by
much of the populace.
It may be that much that is
repugnant in the social life of
India is merely a superficial
growth which can be removed
when India becomes free and is
able to direct her own affairs but
it is difficult to agree fully with

the conclusion that "the essential
ideals of Indian culture are broadbased and can be adapted to almost any environment" (p. 631 ).
It is true that the capacity for
adaptation and assimilation is
highly developed in India but one
wonders if such an institution as
the caste system would not have
to undergo some radical changes
before it could fit into the scheme
of modern life and progress.

A Cure for Activism
It is good to see ourselves occasionally as others see us and
Nehru's knowledge and sympathetic understanding of western
life and culture qualify him to
make some observations. He sees
that "in spite of all modern scientific progress and talk of internationalism, racialism and other
separating factors are at least as
much in evidence today, if not
more so, than at any previous
time in his tory. There is something lacking in all this progress,
which can neither produce harmony between nations nor within
the spirit of man" (p. 632). He believes that a synthetic outlook on
life and a greater willingness to
learn from the past is a remedy
for the "activist" peoples of the
world. For India, however; which
is already surrounded with too
much of the past, his remedy is a
sign on Time's road pointing forward only. She must "lessen her
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religiosity and turn to science"
(p. 633) and an awareness of the
world that surrounds her on all
sides and is pressing in upon her
with increasing urgency every
day.
To one who has been away
from America for seven years
much of his analysis of our ills
strikes a responsive chord. We see
an apparent advance in civilization and yet sense a certain instability and lack of vitality in society. Living becomes more and
more artificial and stimulants and
drugs and synthetic foods play a
larger and larger part in normal
living. Advertisers warp our sense
of values and induce a mass psychology which affects our whole
standard of living. It may be that
the diagnosis of our basic trouble
is not very wrong, that we have
become divorced from nature and
have lost that spontaneous "joy
in nature's rich life and infinite
variety and that feeling of being
intensely alive which came so
naturally to our forefathers" (p.
677). There may be something of
the pagan pantheist's nostalgia
for a world that can never be
again in this view but I feel
strongly that there is much truth
in the statement that we shall
achieve an integration of our
physical and spiritual lives at least
partly through a renewed communion with the earth and the
sun as the sources of life.
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Is India great? She stands in
her glorious past the equal of any
of the peoples from whom we
have drawn our civilization. She
has the potentiality to take her
place among the great nations of
the world if she will awaken out
of her centuries-long sleep and
throw off the shackles that bind
her to much of that past which
has deadened her sensibility to
the world about her.

Is India Religious?
A missionary once remarked in
all earnestness that there was far
too much religion in India. Even
to those who acknowledge the
necessity of a completely spiritual
life there is much truth in the
statement. Any one who has been
in India for an appreciable length
of time will confess to the maddening sense of frustration experienced at countless levels of life's
activities by the apparently unchangeable sanctions of religion.
It is true that there are noteworthy attempts on the part of
many to bring the religion of the
mass of the people into the sphere
of social responsibility and relevance but it is also significant
that these attempts must be made
outside the forms of institutionalized religion.
While the peoples of occidental
inheritance are too much absorbed with the present indicative
India is in sore need of a differ-
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ent emphasis. She must get rid of
"that narrowing religious outlook,
that obsession with the supernatural and metaphysical speculations,
that loosening of the mind's discipline in religious ceremonial
and mystical emotionalism" which
came in the way of an understanding of the present, this life, this
world, this nature which surrounds us in its infinite variety
(p. 633). It is refreshing to see an
Indian of Nehru's stature view
his country's religion with sufficient detachment to see that
much of its "exclusiveness of
thought and habit" has become
like a prison to her, "stunting her
spirit and preventing growth."
The day-to-day religion of the orthodox Hindu has lost much of its
spiritual content and is concerned
with "what to eat and what not to
eat, who to eat with and from
whom to keep away" (p. 633).
What many a Christian critic
has pointed out as the logical result of Hinduism's effect on the
life of man, a supine acquiescence
in the conditions of life as a result of supernatural ordination,
Nehru believes to be a perversion
and misinterpretation of the virginal religious spirit of the people
of India. This was allied to the
scientific attitude of the western
world and therefore India's corrective is to be found, not in a
perpetuation of petrified dogma,
dead thought and ceremonial, but

in a complete reliance on the
scientific method. He realizes the
limitations of reason and the
scientific method and yet believes
that unless they are held on to
there is no grip on any kind of
truth or reality.
To those of us who have passed
through a phase of almost unlimited adoration of science and
the scientific method and for
whom the possible occurrence of
two world conflicts has already
revealed this goddess also to have
feet of clay this almost unquestioning reliance on a weak vessel
is indicative of the failure of Hinduism to supply one of her most
gifted sons with an answer to the
ultimate questions of life. To find
the ult~mate purposes of man in
the gaining of know ledge, the
realization of truth, and the appreciation of goodness and beauty
is to place too great an emphasis
on the this-worldly nature and
function of religion. One wonders
whether a thorough understanding and appreciation of Christianity's interpretation of the nature
and purpose of existence, and the
relation of divine activity to history, would not soften a criticism
of religion which rests largely on
an observation of it in its institutional aspect.
There is sufficient reason for
serious self-examination because
we have failed to commend Christianity in all its depth and beauty
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to one of such outstanding intellectual and moral stature as Pandit Nehru. He accuses the church
of preaching a philosophy of submission to nature, to the established church, to the prevailing
social order, and to everything
that is (p. 622). It is evident that
the revolutionary aspects of the
Gospel are not as prominent in
our work of planting the body of
Christ in India· as they should be.
Whether the charge that religion,
or at least the Christian religion,
has checked the tendency to
change and progress inherent in
human society could be substantiated is doubtful. But that the
charge can be made by a thoughtful person should give us pause.
We who have seen to what evils
the excessive! y individualistic
aspects of western society can lead
us must share in the longing to
establish some kind of a synthesis
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between east and west which will
permit freedom of action and the
possibility of progress and at the
same time keep alive a corporate
sense of responsibility. To transfer that responsibility to the state
is to devaluate personality to such
an extent that its functional aspects assume an importance out
of all proportion to their true
value. It would be tragedy if India, under the impact of basic
economic changes, were to lose its
sense of social cohesion and if its
society, which has so much of
value in it, were to disintegrate
in the same fashion as has society
in the west. That some adjustment must come in the natural
course of events is inevitable. We
can do a great service to India,
however, in aiding her to escape
the bitter lessons which our history has taught us.

THE

ASTROLABE
By
THEODORE GRAEBNER

which possibly surpass 1t 1n magnificence. The treasure of the
Czars became national property
during the Bolshevik Revolution
and no one knows what has become of it since the fall of Czardom. But neither the treasures in
London Tower nor that of St.
Petersburg can bear any comparison with the treasures of the Hapsburgs. These magnificent insignia
of sovereignty belonging to the
Austrian crown reposed for many
years in the treasure chamber
of the Hofburg, at Vienna. They
emerged rarely from their vaults
and had only been seen by relatively few people. Yet there is no
more superb and interesting treasure in all Europe.
This collection comprises the
entire regalia of Emperor Charlemagne, with which he was
crowned on Christmas d'ay iP the

DISAPPEARANCE OF THE
AUSTRIAN CROWN JEWELS
Al Visitors to London are not
~ likely to pass up the historic
sights of the Tower of London.
Except for a brief period during
World Wars I and II, the crown
jewels of England have been on
exhibition in one of the inner
chambers. Chief among the jewels
are the crowns and coronets of the
royal house, all of massive gold
and adorned with precious stones,
among these the famous Kohinoor-and when you have seen it
you will know why it bears a
name which translated means
"mountain of light." Also there
is the immense, flashing Cullinan
diamond and many out-sized
rubies and emeralds.
While no other national treasury contains such outstanding
gems, there are two treasures
20
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year 8oo by Pope Leo III, used
for centuries at the coronation of
German emperors.
Then there is the saber of
Haroun-al-Raschid, the sword of
Tamerlane, the celebrated salt
cellar of Benvenuto Cellini, executed for Francis I, of France, the
silver-gilt cradle of the first N apoleon's son, the coronation
mantle embroidered by Saracen
artists for King Roger II of Sicily
in 1133, the horoscope of Wallenstein, what is called the family
crown of the Hapsburgs, made in
1602 for Emperor Rudolph II, a
masterpiece of old German goldsmiths' art; the jeweled insignia
of the Golden Fleece worn by
Emperor Maximilian of Mexico
at his execution, the small diamond-studded order of the Golden f'leece, which, ever since the
reign of Emperor Ferdinand III,
has been placed in the cradle of
each new-born archduke at his
baptism, and a small cross of the
Hungarian order of St. Stephen,
much worn and used.
The chief object of interest is
the superb so-called Florentine
diamond, weighing 13 3 carats.
Lost by Duke Charles the Bold of
Burgundy on the battle field of
Granson, 1477, and picked up by
a Swiss Landsknecht, it was sold
by him to a Bernese merchant for
the trifling sum of $3.
Another huge diamond, known
as the Frankfort, weighing some

I
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50 carats, while not the equal of
a Kohinoor and the Cullinan, is
said to be a stone of the first
water.
Then there is the so-called
"luck of the house of Hapsburg,"
an immense bowl of Oriental
agate, the largest and finest piece
of agate in all the world, in the
peculiar veining of which the
name of Christ is to be seen. It
is regarded with almost as much
reverence as the Holy Grail. Its
fortunes have been for hundreds
of years indissolubly bound up
with those of the house of Hapsburg.
Besides this, there is the crown
made for and worn by Napoleon
during the greater portion of the
ceremony of his coronation in
Milan as king of Lombardy. The
famous iron crown he placed on
his head merely for a moment,
and then replaced it with the
other. Lined as it is in the interior
with a thin' strip of iron, said to
have been made from a nail of
the que cross brought from
Palestine by Empress Helena,
the iron crown served at the coronation of no less than thirtyfour Lombard kings and Emperor
Charles V, prior to Napoleon's
placing it on his own head. At the
close of the war of 1866, by the
terms of the treaty of peace imposed upon Austria this sacred
iron crown was surrendered for
purposes of coronation in Italy.
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Where the treasures of the
Hapsburgs are today is one of the
mysteries locked up in the vaul~s
of our occupation troops. The
Hapsburg family, which went out
of the king business when Alfonso
XIII abdicated, still hopes to return to the throne when the Spanish people will cast off the tyranny
of Franco. Austria, the other
branch of the family, is still represented by Prince Otto, who has
unsuccessfully sought financial aid
in the United States for a comeback. When the whirligig of time
returns a Haps burger to the
throne of Austria or Spain the
ancient treasure may be brought
from its hiding-place to lend
luster to the ceremony. The world
can well afford to wait since no
imperial family of modern times
has been so great a curse to the
people whom they rule as the
Haps burgers.

ADVENTURES OF CROWNS
~ To find a buyer for a king' s
crown must appear as so
hopeless a task as to make these
emblems of royalty comparatively safe from even the most daring
thief. Yet there are people lying
awake at night scheming how to
get their hands on these crowns
and scepters, protected by every
device of human ingenuity; and
sometim~s they have succeeded.

W

As late as 182g, the crown of Holland, valued at $6oo,ooo, was carried off by thieves, who kept their
prize more than two years before
they attempted to realize anything on its jewels and precious
metal. At length, gaining courage,
they began to disembarrass themselves of it piece-meal, and by this
means it was gradually recovered,
some of the gems being discovered
in Brooklyn, N. Y., while the remainder were found nearer at
hand, in Belgium.
The British still speak with
horror of Col. Blood's desperate
attempt to steal the crown in the
reign of Charles II of England
(166o-I685)· Having contrived to
ingratiate himself with Edwards,
. the deputy keeper of the crown
jewels, Col. Blood one day introduced four companions, to whom
he asked the old man to exhibit
his charge. Suspecting nothing,
the keeper complied, when he was
at once thrown to the ground and
gagged, and but for the opportune appearance of his son the
thieves would doubtless have accomplished their nefarious aim.
As it was, Blood made off with
the crown, but was promptly pursued, and after a struggle, in
which the crown escaped from his
hold and rolled in the mud, was
secured. Strange to say, none of
the miscreants were punished,
Blood, indeed, being later received into royal favor. According
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to the custom of the time, he
should have been drawn and
quartered. (For this very unpleasant means of putting a person to
death consult the Unabridged
Webster under "draw," 8b, and
"quarter," under 1.) There is a
supposition that Charles II was
in such financial straits that he
was trying to raise some money on
the royal bauble and that Col.
Blood was acting with the king's
connivance. Indeed the pardon
and subsequent pensioning of
Col. Blood seems to point in that
direction. Now to return to our
subject.
A celebrated robbery was that
of the French crown jewels in
1792. After the death of Louis
XVI the jewels which included
the crown, scepter and other treasures to the value of $2,5oo,ooo
were removed to the Garde
Meuble, which, on the night of
September 17, was mysteriously
broken into and its precious contents carrieq off. For a while the
affair was wrapped in doubt and
conjecture, but an anonymous letter finally put the authorities on
the track of the stolen property,
the greater portion of which, including the famous "Regent Diamond," was found in a ditch in
the Allee des Veuves, Champs
Elysees.
Speaking of the adventures of
crowns brings to mind other vicissitudes through which these em-
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blems of royalty have passed. On
four occasions has the crown of
England been placed in pawn.
The most frequently quoted is
that which happened in 1386,
when Richard II was driven to
this last resource to replenish his
depleted treasury. The ctown,
however, must either have been
of comparatively little value or
the merchants of London, to
whom he pledged it, were adept
at driving a shrewd bargain, for
the amount received, as vouched
for by the king's receipt when redeeming his regalia, was but
$10,000.
Richard, however, was not following in the steps of his father,
Edward III, who, pressed for
money, did not hesitate to place
the British crown in pledge with
the Bishop of Winchester for the
comparatively handsome sum of
$67,500. Henry III, impoverished
by the struggle against his barons,
and Henry V, by his war in
France, likewise put the crown
temporarily in hock.
We have already mentioned the
crown of Charlemagne, last heard
of in Vienna. The "Iron Crown
of Lombardy" owes its fame and
various wanderin.gs to the small
band of iron which runs around
inside the golden circlet rather
than to its intrinsic value though
this is great. This iron band is
three-eighths of an inch broad and
one-tenth of an inch thick, and is
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believed to be one of the nails
used in the Crucifixion, which
was given by Pope Gregory I
(about 6oo A.D.) to the Lombard
Princess Theodelinda. It is very
ancient, having been known previous to the twelfth century as the
"Golden Crown," and is curiously made in six pieces. It is ornamented with 22 jewels, 24 enamels, and 26 golden roses.
The Hapsburgs would regard
themselves the legal owners of the
royal crown of Spain which was
carried into exile by ex-Queen
Isabella, along with other jewels,
and, falling eventually into the
hands of her grandnephew, the
Prince del Drago, was sold by him
to the Countess of Castellane for
the sum of $125,000. It was a
handsome circlet, set with valuable stones-diamonds, sapphires
and rubies. Its present whereabouts is also unknown.

BURIED TREASURE
If ever the story of the treas~ ures to be found in the bed
of the ocean should engage the
pen of a novelist his book will be
one of the most thrilling volumes
of recent times. He will find plenty of material for his work, for it
is estimated that at least $5oo,ooo,ooo of treasure in the shape
of coin, ingots and plate lies
buried under the wild waves and

£

m many tiny islands little heard
of.
Among some of the most notable fortunes waiting to be picked
up is the $15,ooo,ooo which sank
in the flagship Florentia of the
Spanish armada in Tobermory
Bay, off the west coast of Scotland,
in 1588.
Because the Spanish galleons,
returning from their four years'
looting in Mexico, were. so hard
pressed by the British in 1702,
they scuttled their ships in Vigo
Bay and their $14o,ooo,ooo of
gold, silver and precious stones
has not yet been recovered from
the deep.
Cocos Island in the Pacific
Ocean, s.w. of Costa Rica, uninhabited, is an insignificant dot of
land sixteen miles square, but it
contains $6o,ooo worth of loot
which was hidden by Beito Bonito, a daring pirate. No fewer
than eighteen expeditions have
searched every nook and cranny
of the island, but without success.
It is heavily wooded.
Aboran Island is only a lonely
rock in the Mediterranean, but
about it somewhere there lies $5,ooo,ooo in gold buried by the
pirate crew of the Young Constitution when chased and cornererl
by a British gunboat in 1831.
The Black Prince, a British
ship loaded with $3,ooo,ooo in
gold to pay the British soldiers,
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was sunk by Russian gunfire near
Sebastopol.
The Indiaman Grosvenor went
down off St. John, Cape Colony,
with $5,ooo,ooo.
On the island of Mauritius is
buried a nice little nest egg of
$15o,ooo,ooo in gold, silver and
precious stones, which was captured by pirates from French and
British ships, which in turn had
been looted from India. A tiny
island in the Spanish main conceals $75,ooo,ooo, deposited by a
French pirate, Latrobe, about 100
years ago, while another pirate
hoard of $5,ooo,ooo lies on a small
island in the Gulf of St. Lawrence.
In the famous sea fight off N avarino in 1872, in which twenty
Turkish vessels were sunk by the
Anglo-French-Russian fleets, something like $5,ooo,ooo was lost.
When President Kruger fled
from the Transvaal it was stated
that he took $5,ooo,ooo with him.
Some declare it was left in the
wreck of the Zululand in Delangoa Bay, others say that it is
buried in the fastness of the
Transvaal Mountains.
Captain Kidd, most notorious
of all pirates, buried $5,ooo,ooo of
ill-gotten gains on one of the
West Indian Islands. While if one
were so fortunate he could use
the $5o,ooo,ooo buried in the
River Danube to balance his
financial deficiency very handily.
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This huge treasure was unwillingly left there by Attila, king of
the Huns, about 450 A.D., who
was then one of the greatest terrors of the mercantile service.
The rarest treasure of all resting upon the ocean bottom is the
golden candlestick and other
treasures from the temple in J erusalem, carried away by Titus after ,
the destruction of the Holy City.
They rest at the bottom of the
lVIediterranean since a Roman
sailboat, bearing these and other
treasures, perished in a storm off
the coast of Asia Minor.

TREASURES OF THE SEA
Much has been said about
the depletion of our soil.
•
This is a scientific problem of
long standing. But writing in the
magazine Science last winter Mr.
C. F. Kettering expresses the belief that if necessity demands, we
can go to our inexhaustible supply of minerals in the sea for all
the plant food we will ever need
to keep our farm land productive,
just as we have gone to the air
for nitrogen. Only about 2 Yz per
cent, by weight, of a plant is mineral. Mr. Kettering points out
that we have learned how to obtain salts and bromine from the
sea commercially. To obtain millions of pounds of bromine annually from the sea water is an
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important chemical development
of the past 25 years. There is one
pound of bromine to about eight
tons of sea water. Then he asks:
"What are the chemical reserves
of the sea?" -and this is his reply:
Each cubic mile of sea water contains 90,ooo,ooo tons of chlorine, 53,000,ooo tons of sodium, 5,7oo,ooo tons of
magnesium, 4,3oo,ooo tons of sulphur,
3,3oo,ooo tons of potassium, 2400,000
tons of calcium, 310,000 tons of bromine,
and lesser quantities of many other elements, including the trace elements.
There are 32o,ooo,ooo cubic miles of
sea water. "Here is a real challenge to
future generations to become chemists
and engineers of the sea."

~
ATOM BOMB FROM THE
OCEAN BRINE
When Mr. Kettering speaks
~ of "trace elements" he uses
the language of the textbooks, yet
what these traces amount to in
the race for the atom bomb is
something that might give us
pause. There are about five
pounds of uranium in the sea
water pumped daily through the
Dow Chemical Company's Freeport, Texas, plants when operating at their peak of about three
billion pounds of water each 24
hours. This is the water from
which the Dow Company extracts
magnesium metal for various uses
and bromine for anti-knock gasoline. The uranium is not extracted.

A

In a cubic mile of sea water
there is about five tons of uranium. In the same cubic mile there
probably is about one-third as
much thorium, the other natural
mineral that can produce atomic
power and bombs. On land thorium is three times more plentiful
than uranium. Now, five tons per
cubic mile looks like a lot of
uranium but with present methods of extraction our techniques
today do not promise any considerable chance of getting useful
quantities of uranium from the
sea. But Mr. H. W. Blakeslee,
writing for the Associated Press,
suggests a further possibility. Because uranium is one of the heaviest chemical elements, it might
concentrate more in bottom muds
than in water. However, how to
mine ocean bottoms is even less
known than how to mine the
water.
Mr. Blakeslee computes the
amount of uranium in the ocean
as a percentage so small that it
is written as .0015 parts for each
millionth of a part of sea water.
This is barely a trace. Yet he
points out that this trace is 250
times larger than the percentage
of gold in sea water, and gold
actually has been extracted from
· the sea by the Ethyl Dow Chemical Co. This gold was only a tiny
nugget, obtained as a by-product
of extracting bromine from sea
water. For practical purposes this
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gold extraction was useless. But
the gold may be a sign of the
future, even though it contains
little hint of the difficulties to be
surmounted. The studies made by
Mr. Blakeslee led him to the following conclusion:
The sea's resources have not been
fully studied. Less than 50 of the 92
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natural chemical elements have been
found there. Uranium, reading down
the list in quantity, stands twenty-eighth,
thorium thirtieth. Silver is thirty-second
and gold thirty-ninth on the list.

It is presumed that all the
chemical elements are dissolved
in the sea water covering 71 per
cent of the earth's surface. How
they got there nobody knows.

AND MUSIC MAKERS
Harvard Symposium
(CONTINUED)

' By WALTER A. HANSEN

f\ When E. M. Forster declared
Ill' at the Symposium on Music
Criticism held last May at Harvard University that criticism is
not "helpful to the artist who desires to improve his work," he was
setting forth what Shakespeare
would have called a "lame and
impotent conclusion." The famous English novelist conceded
that criticism may teach the creator "to avoid defects," but he
was quick to add that "it cannot
help him to substitute merits;
only inspiration-connected with
the subconscious-can do that."
I suppose Mr. Forster was referring both to self-criticism and to
criticism exercised by others. To
my thinking, the view he expressed is untenable. I say this
even though I believe that it is
not the business of critics to serve
as schoolmasters, so to speak, for
the artists.
Let us focus our attention for

a little while on self-criticism. Is
it not true that Mr. Forster could
never have attained distinction in
the writing of novels if, while in
the throes of creation, he had not
constantly criticized himself? Bear
in mind, please, what the word
"criticism" connotes. It means
"arriving at and pronouncing
judgment." Sometimes that judgment is favorable, sometimes it is
adverse. Sometimes it builds,
sometimes it tears down. Any artist worth his salt is constantly
constructing and constantly destroying. If a writer, for example,
gives birth to a beautiful sentence,
he is engaged in constructive
work; but that particular bit of
constructive work often comes
about as a direct result of destruction, and such destruction, let it
be remembered, is determined in
large measure by self-criticism.
Some creators work rapidly,
some work slowly. Virgil, the
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great Roman poet, was a pains- bert, who composed with such
taking craftsman. He was, I am rapidity that he sometimes forgot
sure, one of those artists who are what he himself had written?
perpetually dissatisfied with what Well, I believe it is entirely corthey have done. Virgil filed and rect to state that Schubert exerpolished continually. In fact, he cised the indispensable art of selfwas dissatisfied to such an extent criticism much more swiftly than
with his masterpiece, the Aeneid, Beethoven. Yes, inspiration played
that he directed the executors of an important role in Schubert's
his will to consign the poem to composing; but in his case, too, it
walked arm in arm with self-apthe flames.
Would the Virgilian hexame- praisal. There was, as Alfred Einters have been imbued with their stein puts ~t, an "almost somnamstately and majestic roll if the bulistic sureness" in his way of
poet had not constantly been a writing.
A conscientious person invarisevere critic of himself? And did
this rigorous self-criticism teach ably resorts to self-criticism. He
the poet merely "to avoid de- does so when he mows his lawn,
fects"? Was it utterly powerless when he plants potatoes, when he
"to substitute merits"? It is al- builds a henhouse, when he shines
together proper and correct, I be- his shoes, when he deals with an
lieve, to say that the Aeneid is the obstreperous corn, when he writes
product of inspiration; but let us a novel, when he composes a symnot forget that inspiration and . phony. Is it not entirely logical to
self-criticism are inextricably in- conclude that even the subconscious mind practices self-crititertwined.
cism?
Beethoven and Schubert
What shall one say about judg~ Think of Beethoven's notements pronounced by others?
•. books. Consider with what in- Sometimes they are helpful, somefinite pains the master created times they are injurious. If a comthemes and then either discarded poser violates the rules of haror improved them. Here self-criti- mony, he is bound to be taken to
cism was at work. Consider the task by some critics. But that comerasures and the substitutions in poser may have decided that he
some of Beethoven's manuscripts. could not say what he wanted to
That, too, was self-criticism, and say unless he had the freedom to
such self-criticism was the bond- disregard teachers and textbooks.
servant, as it were, of inspiration. If fear of adverse criticism induces
What shall one say about Schu- him to play havoc with his own
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purpose, he is permitting the judgment handed down by his fellowmen to interfere seriously with
his inspiration. It is possible, of
course, that such interference may
be exactly what the composer's
inspiration needs; but one dare
not forget that in many instances
it may be harmful and destructive to the nth degree. It may
cause inspiration to bog down in
futile perspiration.
What would have happened to
Richard Wagner's Ring~ to Richard Strauss's Salome~ to Claude
Debussy's La Mer~ to Arnold
Schonberg's Gurrelieder~ or to
Igor Stravinsky's Le Sacre du Printemps if the composers had
changed the harmonic texture of
those works to agree completely
with judgment-hawkers who were
bound to shout from the chimne)
pots that one dare not, on pain ·
of excommunication, brush aside
what is laid down in the textbooks? One needs no unusual
acumen to conclude that if such
a thing had happened the Ring~
Salome, La Mer, the Gurrelieder~
and Le Sacre du Printemps would
have been stillborn.
When Wagner, Strauss, Debussy, Schonberg, and Stravinsky
wrote, they knew that in numerous instances they were laying
violent hands on age-hallowed
rules. Nevertheless, their very violation of supposedly sacred precepts was, I believe, a vital ele-

ment in the self-criticism which
they practiced. Furthermore, it
was coupled with inspiration. It
kept inspiration from being hobbled.
I do not deny that at times selfcriticism is a crutch. One can, you
know, permit finicalness to go entirely too far; one can allow fastidiousness to lord it absolutely
over inspiration. It is good for a
creative artist to be everlastingly
dissatisfied with his work; but he
must be on his guard lest selfcriticism, or a consideration of the
criticism likely to be exercised by
others, degenerate into nothing
more or less than abject fear. In
other words, the creator must have
courage-courage to weigh, courage to winnow, courage to reject,
courage to retain, courage to destroy, courage to build. Modesty
is a virtue more precious than
rubies; timidity is a festering sore.
Bach the man was modest, but
Bach the composer was anything
but craven. One may wish that
Beethoven and Wagner had been
models of modesty, but one is
glad and grateful that they had
the courage of their convictions.
In attempting to refute what
Mr. Forster had to say about the
role of criticism in creative work
I have been guided entirely by my
own conclusions. I must state at
this juncture, however, that Edgar
Wind, William Allen Nielson
Research Professor in Art at
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Smith College, who spoke on
"The Critical Nature of a Work
of Art," locked horns with Mr.
Forster and, in the course of a
brilliant discussion, delivered a
vigorous and effective counterblast to some of the statements
made by the distinguished novelist. Since I do not have a copy of
Dr. Wind's address, I am unable
to give quotations. Perhaps I shall
do so on a later occasion.
Musical Patronage
1\ Huntington Cairns, Secretary
~~- of the National Gallery of Art
in Washington, D. C., spoke on
"The Future of Musical Patronage in America." He said in part:
Our respect for science and art is
proverbial. Nevertheless, the majority
of men in those fields who devote
themselves exclusively to creative
work are unable to earn a living.
It has been argued that the composer should consider, in addition to
the usual vocations of teaching, conducting and the writing of musical
criticism, the possibility that the production of pot-boilers might be a
lucrative form of employment. . . .
This view would have more plausibility if it were not for the unhappy
rule that the artist in any field who
deliberately resorts to shoddy work to
earn a livelihood soon loses an indispensable ingredient of creative activity-the faculty of self-criticism.
The result is that his creative and
commercial productions . . . finally
merge at a level nearer the latter
than the former.
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. In any event, we are confronted in
the United States with the apparent
fact that not a single composer is able
to subsist by his serious work. . . .
Meanwhile, it is apparent that the
national income of the United States
will not in the future be distributed
as it was in the 19th and first part of
the 2oth century. Certain sources of
income, such as that derived directly
and indirectly from wealthy patrons,
to which the composer frequently appealed in order to subsist, may no
longer be available.

Speaking of "the plight of the
composer" Mr. Cairns said:
A composer whose work is played
by a major symphony orchestra will
receive between $20 and $5o, provided the composition has not been previously published. In fact, at no time
in any society has the serious composer by his own unaided effort been
able to count upon a livelihood from
his compositions. That is the iron
law of music. . . .
It appears unlikely that any economic system which will be imposed
upon us in the foreseeable future will
alter the historically traditional position of the composer. His production
will continue to fetch an unremunerative price. How, then, is the composer to live? The acceptance of any
form of patronage involves difficulties
not the least of which is that he who
pays the piper calls the tune. If the
composer can find the means of support himself, he has reached the ideal
solution. . . . But he can support
himself only by adopting a subsidiary occupation. If that occupation is
a congenial one which does not make
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excessive demands upon his energy,
there would seem no harm in the
composer following that course. . ..
To this solution the general objection has been raised that our artistic
productions would then be created
by amateurs .... But Coleridge speaking for literature, Roger Fry for
painting and Ernest Newman for
music are unanimous in believing
that it would not be a loss but a
distinct gain. The amateur, free from
the compulsion which a life devoted
wholly to artistic creation inevitably
generates, is not tempted to overproduce or to present the public with
second-rate work merely in order to
keep his name before it.
In modern society there remain
two probable sources of patronage
for the composer-the commercial
world and the state. . . . It is plain
that the role of the individual patron belongs to the past.
Commerce and industry are already
patronizing the arts, and they will
probably continue the practise as
long as the tax system favors it. . . .
For a commercial firm to patronize
artists as artists and not as advertisers of their products would show
a degree of aesthetic enlightenment
which is rare in the history of patronage. . . . It so happens, however,
that we have witnessed precisely this
form of illuminated patronage . . . .
Both commercial and state patronage, however, are defeated in the end

by the same obstacle: the artist must
establish his ability to the satisfaction
of some authoritative jury. . . . Inevitably the selection will be made
by those regarded as competent
judges, i.e., by those who have already established their reputations in
the field .. . . Since official boards will
be composed of elderly specialists, it
cannot be expected that the encouragement they will give to art will be
of the kind that will foster the anarchic element without which art
ceases to grow. . .. In the end, as a
glance at recent events abroad will
show us, the artist, if he is to expect
any help at all from the state, must
become a political propagandist. At
that point we pass from art to advertising.
Meanwhile, we can expect from the
state a helpful indirect patronage.
Through its free educational system
it can assure possible composers the
necessary equipment for the practice
of their profession, and through an
enla,rgement of the system of free
concerts, or concerts at which only a
modest admission fee is charged. . . .
it can help to secure an audience
which a composer needs. . . . Coleridge's words, modified for the present special case, s~ould be engraved
on the first blank sheet of music
paper handed the young composer:
NEVER PURSUE COMPOSITION
AS A TRADE.
(TO BE CONTINUED]

RECENT RECORDINGS
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. Excerpts from
Henry V. Music by William Walton. Sir Laurence Olivier and the

Philharmonia Orchestra and Chorus of London.-Sir Laurence is a
great artist. Mr. Walton's music is

San Michele, Pavia
''The learned understand the reason of art; the unlearned feel the pleasure."
QUINTILIAN

ccoRDING to Diaconus, the San Michele church was started
in the later part of the Vll century. The first documentary evidence, however, dates back no further than go5
A.D. The original building Was destroyed in tbe earthquake
of t tt7 and the church standing today was rebuilt immediately

A

after
the was
earthquake.
Pavia
the center of the political life of Italy while the
original building was standing, and it was in San Michele that
Henry II of Bavaria, F-rederiC Barbarossa and several other
kings in succession were crowned. Architecturally. the church
is of great interest also. The detail is architectural sculpture
at its best and in general gives the effect of having been carved
in rather than out of stone. Another point is that the ornament has been applied to flat surfaces and reveals of the
doorways instead of to mouldings and cornices.
The arcaded gable, crowning the facade, gives a play of
shadows to an otherwise austere front which is typical of Lombard Romanesque. The wall panels of the main facade (see
No. 2 and No. 7) . are carved in almost full relief, a striking
contrast to the work around the doorways (see No. 3· No. 4
and
It No.5).
is strange that the ingenuity which created wonderful
Romanesque did not have the fee-l ing to carry it through to
the ~ucceeding Gothic period. In Italy we find that the Romanesque and Gothic periods are distinctly different and separate.
In France the Romanesque touch makes French Gothic differ·
ent from the Gothic of any other country and undoubtedly
more charming. In England the heavy carry-over from Norman
architecture adds strength and vigor to the odd manifestation
known as Tudor Gothic. Some contemplation of the American
scene today would make one wonder whether our almost complete inheritance from England was the very best in Gothic
planning.
ADALBERT

·
R.

KRETZMANN

1

Main Facade, San Michele, Pavia, XII Century

Corner Detail, Main Facade

I

Side Entrance, Main Facade

I.

Main Facade, Side Entrance Detail

Side Facade Entrance Detail

Entrance, Side Facade

I

Sculptured Panel, Main Facade
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excellent. The recording is superb.
RCA Victor Album 1128.

Suite No. 2,
in B Minor and Suite No. 3, in D
Major. The Boston Symphony Orchestra under Serge Koussevitzky.
-The performances are tonally
opulent and entirely in keeping
with the spirit of the music. RCA
Victor Album 1123.

JoHANN SEBASTIAN BAcH.

SERASTIAN BAcH. Brandenburg Concertos No. 2 and No. 5·
The Boston Symphony Orchestra
under Serge Koussevitzky.-Dr.
Koussevitzky sets forth all the
· beauty and all the pithiness of
these two works with stirring effectiveness. RCA Victor Album 1118.

JoHANN

BELA BART6K. Concerto for Violin
and Orchestra (rg4r). Yehudi
Menuhin and the Dallas Symphony
Orchestra under Antal Dorati.The late Bela Bart6k, one of the
great composers of recent times,
put profundity and striking individuality into his concerto for violin and orchestra. Everyone interested in modern music should
become acquainted with this work.
RCA Victor Album 1120.

Variations Serieuses, Op. 54; Songs Without Words (The Shepherd's Complaint, Op. 67, No. 5 and May
Breezes, op. 62, No. I); Wedding
March and Variations After Liszt.
Vladimir Horowitz, pianist.-Horowitz is at his best in the Wedding
March and Variations After Liszt.
His readings of the two Songs
Without Words are poetic. The

PIANO MUSIC OF MENDELSSOHN.

I_ _ _
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performance of the Variations
Serieuses is not strictly in accordance with the Mendelssohnian
style. RCA Victor Album 1121.

Les Sylphides (Orchestrated by Anderson
and Bodge). The Boston "Pops''
Orchestra under Arthur Fiedler.Chopin's music loses some of its
distinctiveness when transcribed
for the orchestra. Nevertheless, balletomanes and many others will
welcome this fine recording of music for one of the most popular
ballets of all times. RCA Victor
Album 1119.

FREDERIC FRANCOIS CHOPIN.

Airborne Symphony. The New York City. Symphony Orchestra under Leonard
Bernstein, with the RCA Victor
Chorale and Robert Shaw as nar-rator and choral director; Charles
Holland, tenor; and Walter Scheff,
baritone.-This unique work is full
of elemental power. RCA Victor
Album 1117.

MARC BLITZSTEIN.

THOMSON. The Plow That
Broke the Plains. The Hollywood
Bowl Symphony Orchestra under
Leopold Stokowski.-1 myself find
much corn and little meat in Mr.
Thomson's music for the documentary film made in 1935 for the
Farm Resettlement Administration. The recording is superb.
RCA Victor Album 1116.

VIRGIL

DMITRI SHOSTAKOVICH.

Symphony No.

g. The , Boston Symphony Orches-

tra under Serge Koussevitzky.Some years ago Dr. Koussevitzky
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likened Shostakovich to Beethoven.
Naturally, he had a right to express an opinion so startling and
so unique. His performance of the
Soviet composer's Ninth is magnificent. In fact, , the performance is
far superior to the music itself.
RCA Victor Album 1134.
:MODERN

VIOLIN

TRANSCRIPTIONS.

Tango (Mario Castelnuovo-Tedesco); Mediterranean (Arnold Bax);
Presto (Francis Poulenc); Valses

Nobles et Sentimentales No. 6 and
No. 7 (Mau!ice Ravel); Le ChevelureJ from Trois Chansons de
Bilitis (Claude Debussy); Fairy
Tale (Nicholas Medtner); EtudeTableau (Sergei Rachmaninoff);
Danza de la Gitana (Ernesto
Halffter). Jascha Heifetz, violinist,
with Emanuel Bay at the piano.Here Heifetz shows his skill as a
transcriber and · his wizardry as a
performer. RCA Victor Album
1126.
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READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the StaiJ

--------~~---------------------------------------

Remembrance of Things Past
THE ASSOCIATED PRESS NEWS
ANNUAL: zg46. By DeWitt Mackenzie. Rinehart and Company.
New York. 1947. 560 pages. $5.
the Annual is a
P
mary of 1945, which AP news analyst Mackenzie deems necessary for
REFACING

SUfi·

interpreting 1946. As competently
put together as the year-deep background is, the reader needs all history
to understand why 1946, year of
peace, could contain such a tangle
of hate and angriness and human
desolation.
The AP sifted its file of releases
and came up with an account of 1946
presented in two groups of stories
under monthly divisions: major
events that combine the full month's
developments and minor items under
daily datelines. The result is that the
little threads of history stick up like
bewildering tufts of chenille instead
of being woven into a pattern of
events.
Some of the big stories happened
in other years but first were revealed
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in 1946. Americans learned during
the Nuernberg trials that the Nazis
had made soap from corpses; Congress opened investigation of the wartime deals of Representative Andrew
Jackson May; three Chicago murders
were attributed to 17-year-old William Heirens.
Nineteen-forty-six was the year
America got firm with Russia, the
year of the Jewish riots in Haifa, of
the Bikini bomb test, of the Republican landslide into Congress, of the
rail and coal strikes, of the arrival of
war brides, of the shrunken loaf of
bread, of the exit of OPA, of the
bullets and ballots riot in McMinn
County, Tennessee, of hotel fires, of
lynchings in Georgia.
More comprehensive than the
month-by-month surveys are the concluding summaries of 1946 in the
arts, popular music, Hollywood and
science. The juke box clientele
turned from the "slightly mad" tunes
of the war to the sentimental syrup
of "The Gypsy." Ballet was on the
popularity upgrade, baseball was
booming and scientists continued to
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tinker with atom bombs, biological
warfare and a life serum.
From the series of AP photographs
included is a shot of General Ike
listening with sad wisdom to a delegation '/f wives who wanted their
G. I. menfolk home.
A thorough index makes the volume well-suited for reference. But
reading the Annual straight through
in 1947 is about like reading a dictionary. Nineteen forty-six is still too
appallingly near to have been forgotten.
The Annual reminds the reader
that 1947 doesn't promise to be an
encouraging sequel in relations between the Western powers and Russia or peace at home. Though composed of good, honest news stories,
the book doesn't escape the writtenfor-today quality of the original reporting. If God gives the world time
enough, this book may someday furnish a sound background for sizingup the postwar era in comfortable
perspective.

The Negro in America
JIM CROW AMERICA. By Earl
Conrad. Duell, Sloan and Pearce.
$3.00.
INTO THE MAIN STREAM. By
Charles S. Johnson and Associates.
University of North Carolina Press.
$3·50.
of the fact that the
Negro remains America's primary
problem, at least as far as economic
and moral relationships are concerned, is the continued flow of books
from the presses dealing with the

I

NDICATIVE

Negro in American life. It is remarkable, considering the quantity of
books appearing on this subject, that
such a large number have been able
to retain objectivity while discussing
a subject which actually demands
considerable moral and religious insight.
Of the two books listed above for
review,. the first, jim Crow America,
written by the New York representa·
tive of the Chicago Defender, is so
written as to hold the reader's attention from the first page to the last
page. Mr. Conrad offers a series of
illuminating case histories to demonstrate his thesis that Jim Crowism in
America is still very much alive. Most
disturbing perhaps is the story of his
experience while serving as an assistant to the editor of Scholastic, a
weekly news magazine which circulates among America's high school
students. Mr. Conrad asked the editor to drop the term "race" in connection with the word Negro. He
suggested that it would be better to
use the term "Negro people" or
"Negro Americans." The editor was
unwilling, however, to drop the eth·
nic designation of "Negro race." Perhaps the editor felt the term had no
evil connotations, although this reviewer is inclined to believe that
wherever the term "race" is used
negative concepts are bound to arise.
His chapter on "The Principle of
Integration" is a good presentation
of the entire subject, although the
approach is less thorough than, let
us say, Gunnar Myrdal's discussion.
This does not, however, invalidate
his discussion. Mr. Conrad feels that
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the many inter-racial groups of the
North are helping to accomplish the
revolution of integration.
Dr. Charles S. Johnson, president
of Fisk University, head of the Race
Relations Program for the United
States, and closely associated in race
relations with the Julius Rosenwald
Fund, edits a discussion on the best
practices of race relations in the
South. The approach of Into the
1\.fainstream is definitely positive. So
often Americans, especially in the
North, are inclined to regard the
South's attitude toward the Negro
with a great deal of Pharisaism. Dr.
Johnson and his associates feel, after
a two year survey, that racial conditions are decidedly on the upgrade
in the South.
According to the surveys made by
the group responsible for this volume, Negroes today are serving on
many different types of boards in
southern communities. There are
many instances of southern industries employing both white and Negro workers. A few industries practice no discrimination in salaries or
promotions. There are also hospitals
and clinics which have both white
and Negro doctors on the staff. Even
the church in the South is showing a
far more liberal and Christian attitude toward the inter-racial situation.
Reports on practices of various Protestant denominations are given in
considerable detail. Significant also
is the approach of the Roman Catholic Church to the Negro in the
South. But while all the major Protestant denominations are mentioned
in the report, this reviewer was un-

I

able to find any mention made of
the Lutheran Church's practice in
race relations. It is possible that
the Lutheran Church's numerical
strength is too small to affect trends,
although this would be a debatable
proposition.
Both of these volumes belong on
that growing shelf of books dealing
with racial attitudes in America. The
more discussion and analysis we have
of this problem the more likely it is
that America can arrive at a decent
solution. Regrettable is the fact that
the Christian church as a whole has
not assumed the leadership in the
entire problem of racial relationships. Perhaps the day will soon be
here when Christendom will be able
to make its trumpet heard with vigor
and certainty in calling Christians
everywhere to the battle for racial
minorities.

Aesthete's Autobiography
THE MEMORY OF CERTAIN
PERSONS. By John Erskine. J. B.
Lippincott Company, Philadelphia.
1947. 432 pages. $4.00.
RITING

his autobiography at

W sixty-eight, after decades of
tea<_:hing, writing, lecturing, musicmaking, and administration, John
Erskine reiterates his faith in a life
of activity. He thinks those men mistaken who retire from the conflict
because they feel out of key with
the times in ·which they live. On the
other hand, he believes that nothing
is gained by crusading with crude
methods; for him the most fruitful
combination is "radical and brave
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ideas with conservative good manners."
Erskine was one of six children
born to a well-to-do manufacturing
family of New York with Scottish
and English traditions. The early
chapters of the autobiography give
an appreciative account of the good
things of life in that class in the
eighties and nineties. At fourteen he
entered Columbia Grammar School,
where he had "double good fortune
in having extraordinary classmates
as well as rare teachers." In 1896 he
moved on to Columbia College, as
the university was then called, and
continued to be associated with it,
except for a short interval at Amherst, until 1937.
As a Freshman and Sophomore he
studied musical theory with Edward
MacDowell, who urged the class to
use whatever rhythms their life in
New York suggested to them, advice
which Erskine describes as "the first
good word for jazz I ever heard." Of
the professors of English at Columbia two particularly impressed him.
Thomas R. Price, "one of the two
or three most profound scholars"
then teaching in that field in America, was an unreconstructed Southerner who as a youth had studied
precociously in Germany and at the
outbreak of the Civil War had run
the blockade to fight under J eb
Stuart; he "could turn the driest
academic subject into bright material for social purposes." George
Woodberry, a descendant of five generations of New England sea-captains,
was one of those rare teachers who
could come to class late and find his

students still there; "he always lectured on a high plane, with the obvious assumption that for others as
for himself the masterpieces of poetry and the deep things of life would
be of consuming interest. His students responded to the generous
compliment."
Erskine came to know New England through six years' teaching at
Amherst after receiving his doctorate
from Columbia. His Scottish wit
found much fuel in the character of
the thrifty landlady who housed him
and several other bachelor instructors, in the Europeanized niece of
the lady with whom they boarded,
and in the partisans in the Emily
Dickenson feud.
With his return to Columbia in
1909 Erskine began to write regularly and to lecture to larger groups.
World War I loomed and suddenly
broke; concerning the pacifism to
which he for a while subscribed, he
now declares: "Pacifism is a peacetime theory, but once the war begins,
every man must take sides." But he
criticizes the university trustees for
their unimaginative ousting of pacifists, and, in fact, for a certain fear
of unusual personalities. Erskine
sailed for France in January, 1918,
to assist in the education program
which the Y.M.C.A. was projecting
and which the Army planned to take
over later. After the Armistice he was
active in organizing the A.E.F. U niversity at Beaune, F'rance, where in
the center of the Burgundy wine district some 5,ooo American soldiers
studied while waiting for their troopships.
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Two decades of almost feverish activity followed for Erskine-writing,
teaching, resuming his piano performance, heading the Juilliard
School, and traveling on educational
lectureships. His public was suddenly enlarged in 1925 by his witty novel,
The Private Life of Helen of Troy.
To persons who have "no time" for
creative activity Erskine passes on the
advice given him by a piano teacher:
use the moments instead of waiting
for the hours.

Art for the Air
UNTITLED AND OTHER RADIO
DRAMAS. By Norman Corwin.
Henry Holt and Company, New
York. 1947. 558 pages. $3.00.
o
has been more of a pioN
neer in radio drama than Norman Corwin. As a dramatic medium
ONE

radio has special limitations. Since
there is no visual element, radio
drama exists only in the listener's
mind. Furthermore, the radio audience is not a crowd audience but
one of individuals. Corwin was
among the first to recognize these differences and to give radio writing
individuality. In the twenties and
during most of the thirties, radio
plays were a stepchild of the theater.
Corwin came along to help radio
assert its independence.
This independence is once and for
all heralded by the seventeen scripts
in this, Corwin's third collection. He
is the laureate in most of them, the
commemorator of the great occasion.
"Untitled" was produced shortly before Germany's fall. There's another
called "14 August," one titled "Mos-
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cow," another "London by Clipper,"
and the most celebrated of the lot
-"On a Note of Triumph."
On re-reading now, two years after
the bloodbath, the war plays come
off a little too epic, the scenes a little
too stark. But then again, the years
from 1941 to 1945 were epic and
stark. Corwin himself takes note of
what retrospect does to his war plays:
"I have no apology to make for the
affirmative tone of these scripts. The
pieces in this book were written for
radio during a war we like to think
ended on 14 August, 1945. But the
phase of the war with which most of
them are concerned-the moral war
-is still going on."
The publishers have, by way of
balance, happily included a number
of non-historical plays which also
show Corwin as the master of radio
techniques and his own free brand
of free verse. There is a horror play,
"The Moat Farm Murder," a fantasy,
"The Undecided Molecule," a whimsy about an agency specializing in
custom-built dreams, "You Can
Dream, Inc.," and others.
Those interested in radio as a developing art form cannot overlook
Norman Corwin.
RAY ScHERER

God and Science
A SCIENTIST'S APPROACH TO
RELIGION. By Carl Wallace Miller. The Macmillan Company, New
York. 1047. 127 pages. $2.00.
HE author, who is professor of
T
Physics at Brown University, undertakes "to restate the essentials of
Christian thinking for the benefit of
those who feel the need to appraise
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the extent of the conflict between
tradition and modern knowledge."
He is convinced that the church is
the one agency "capable of saving
that moral and spiritual idealism
which is the only salvation of future
society," since unless man's "enthusiasm for exploiting his physical resources is enhanced by an equal devotion to the great structure of moral
law, his remaining life on this planet
will, indeed, be short."
Dr. Miller, in nineteen brief chapters, discusses the Christian world
view and its bearing on life. He
frankly sets forth the limitations of
science by pointing out that, while
scientists have gained an amazing
control over the forces of nature,
these forces remain in themselves as
much of a mystery as they have ever
been. This avowal would seem to
open the way to an acceptance of
beings and influences that are beyond the reach of science.
Dr. Miller, however, appears to be
so thoroughly committed to the scientific approach that he regards it as
the only legitimate one. As a result
his "modern conscience," which apparently means his unquestioning
faith in various naturalistic theories,
does not permit him to accept any
supernatural elements in Christianity. He holds that belief in a great
cosmic purpose (God) is scientifically
justified by its fruits; he finds room
in the scientific universe for free will;
he however rejects the vicarious
atonement of Christ; sin for him is
merely a reassertion of the selfishness
which was normal in man's prehuman ancestors; the command to

love God becomes "an exhortation
to adjust oneself sympathetically to
the realities of cosmic law."
We are satisfied that Dr. Miller
has had a glimpse of the power and
glory of the Christian faith, is aware
of how badly the world needs it, and
is trying in all sincerity to commend
it to others. But unfortunately he
does not realize that what he offers
is not Christianity, not the wisdom
of God, but a number of Christian
concepts that have been reduced to
empty shells in the effort to make
them palatable to the natural wisdom of man. Science is the highest
achievement of the unaided human
mind, "but the natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of
God, for they are foolishness unto
him: neither can he know them, because they are spiritually discerned."

The Hucksters
THE AMERICAN RADIO. By
Llewellyn White. The University
of Chicago Press, Chicago. 1947.
260 pages. $3.25.
X-NEWSPAPERMAN WHITE has writ-

ten a nicely documented report
E
on the current parlous state of the

American radio that reads like a crusading newspaper editorial. It is
trenchant, personal and provocative.
His book makes a lot of suggestions,
many of them impractical, but all
hard hitting and earnest.
The main burden of the book is
"that the unusual controls exercised
by advertising on behalf of immediate commercial interest and at the
expense of station program direction
have, so far, been much more sig-
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nificant than the controls established broadcasters do not deserve freedom
by the government on behalf of the of the press until they divorce themselves from the advertising agencies
public interest."
RAY SCHERER
Llewellyn White is assistant director of the much maligned CommisBreaking Lances
sion on Freedom of the Press which
is guided by Chicago's Robert Hutch· SERGE KOUSSEVITZKY: The Boston Symphony Orchestra and the
ins. With notable exceptions the
New American 1\tfusic. By Hugo
practitioners-press, radio and movies
Leichtentritt. Harvard University
-have met the commission's criticism
Press, Cambridge, Massachusetts.
with an ungracious civility. They
1947. 199 pages. Illustrated. $3.00.
seem to have shown that their hides
are thinner than their bankbooks.
o ONE can write an accurate hisThis book, too, will draw much fire
tory of music as it has flourished
from those in radio.
-and sometimes languished-in our
Technically, Author White takes land without stressing the achieveradio from Marconi through FM and · ments-and the shortcomings-of the
beyond into television. Economically,
conductors of our important symhe reviews the commercial pressures phony orchestras. Almost to a man
that have beset radio, the struggle
the maestri have been foreign-born
with ASCAP and Petrillo, the forand foreign-trained. Some of them
mation of the National Association
have been cold or, at best, lukewarm
of Broadcasters, the tangled develop·
toward the cause of American music;
ment of national networks and the some have espoused that cause with
pre-empting of choice frequencies by admirable zeal.
those who staked out the first claims.
Serge Koussevitzky came to this
Governmentally, he takes us through
country in 1924 to preside over the
Hoover's early attempts at regulamusical destiny of the Boston Symtion, various FCC cases and the re·
phony Orchestra. He had gained
cent Blue Book approach. On this much fame in Europe as a player of
point he says that the Blue Book
the double-bass; he had achieved
maneuver was "at least superficially some measure of renown as a consuccessful" if all that it intended was
ductor. Boston wanted the best it
to "throw a good scare in to the could get, and the directors of the
boys."
orchestra, which had seen good days
and bad days, decided that KousDespite its 260 pages, this is a big
book. It is worth regretting that its sevitzky was their man.
price could not have been held down
Koussevitzky showed unusual acuto a dollar to assure deserved wider men in the make-up of the very first
circulation. White winds up with an
program he presented in the United
appeal that the public make known
States. He would give the Boston
its wants. Tiuoughout the pages
audiences music by revered composthere is more than inference that the
ers of the distant past. Therefore he

N
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selected a work from the pen of
Antonio Vivaldi. He would listen
attentively to the neighing of the
sturdy war horses. For this reason
he conducted a composition by Hector Berlioz. He would have place on
his programs for profundity of expression. Consequently, he included
music written by Brahms. He would
not eschew novelties of genuine
worth. This resolution led him to
perform Arthur Honegger's muchdiscussed Pacific 2JI. He would pay
tribute to writers born in his native
Russia. So he gave the Bostonians
an opportunity to sink their teeth
into Scriabin's Poem of Ecstacy.
The new conductor had determined to do his part in fostering
works composed by Americans. Hugo
Leichtentritt points out that he tested the ground cautiously. In those
days music of American origin was,
for the most part, viewed with condescension and, at times, with more
than a little suspicion by most Europeans and, unfortunately, by altogether too many denizens of the
United States. Nevertheless, Koussevitzky had made up his mind to
break lances for American composers who, in his opinion, produced
works of indisputable worth.
Since 1924 Koussevitzky has rendered an invaluable service to music
composed in the United States. Dr.
Leichtentritt's excellent book deals
in detail with the American works
which, for more than a score of years,
have been presented under the able
and exacting leadership of the famous conductor of the Boston Symphony Orchestra. In addition, the

learned author analyzes and evaluates
the compositions. Profound erudition is reflected on every page of the
eminent musicologist's volume. Some
of the chapter heads will show how
substantially Dr. Leichtentritt discusses the American works performed
under Koussevitzky's direction. He
deals, for example, with "Two Older
Generations of American Composers," with the "Second Phase of
American Symphonic Writing," with
"French Impressionism and Exoticism in American Music," with the
"First Wave of Americanism in Music," with "Illustrative American Program Music," with "Judaism in
American Music," with "The Russian-American School-and Others,"
and with "The New Americanism of
the Thirties and forties." Besides,
the book contains a brief biographical sketch of Boston's renowned conductor and chapters devoted to Koussevitzky the artist and Koussevitzky
the educator. The following statement is worth pondering:
Koussevitzky's manifold activities, his
international affiliations, and his authority in a multitude of fields are at present
unique in America; altogether they repl·esent the maximum of active power
and influence ever accorded to a musician in this country.
Dr. Leichtentritt's book is, in sum
and substance, a eulogy of Koussevitzky. In a later issue of THE CRESSET there will be a review of another
volume on the famous conductora volume which sets forth the greatness of the man and, at the same
time, shows that he, like all mortals,
has feet of clay.

_ _ _ _ _ _ _I
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Just a Book
HOW TO BECOJ\!IE A LITERARY
CRITIC. By Philip Freund. The
Beechhurst Press, New York. 1947.
200 pages. $3.00.
HERE

have been books on how to

T grow vegetables, how to raise pigs,
how to make your own toys, and how
to play the ukelele. Now and then
an author has taken up his pen to
set forth the principles of literary
criticism. It is good to have treatises
of that kind available. They stimulate thought, and sometimes they
bring forth acceptable results.
Philip Freund's book, which undertakes to tell how to become a
literary critic, was begun in a room
in Rome when the author was twentyone years old. A large amount of
ruminating has gone into its making. Unfortunately, however, not
much good comes out of the volume.
If you read the work carefully, you
are bound to learn something about
literary criticism; but if you depend
on it to make you a critic of literature, you will be disappointed.
The most important lesson inculcated in Mr. Freund's volume is contained in the sentence: "But there
must be excitement in art, an excitement that the critical process
must help to engender, not dispel."
This, as the author himself sets forth,
is merely another way of stating what
Tolstoy meant when he wrote that
art is the transmission of emotion.
The critic must absorb that emotion.
.Then he must be able to communicate it. It stands to reason, however,
that he cannot communicate it in
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full and to the best advantage until
and unless he learns to "communicate" with skill far greater than that
which Mr. Freund has acquired.
One can garner infinitely more
about the criticism of letters by reading masterpieces and near-masterpieces with sharp attention than one
can gain by wading through what
Mr. Freund has to say. By and large,
the book barely escapes being sophomoric.

The Eyes of the Blind
"MY EYES HAVE A COLD NOSE."
By Hector Chevigny. Yale University Press, New Haven, Conn. 273
pages. $3.00.
HE

author was writing radio

T scripts in Los Angeles four years

ago and on a business trip to New
York was suddenly stricken blind.
The Cold Nose is, of course, the dog
V\Tizard, acquired by him at the Seeing Eye Institution. Only the last
fifty pages of the book are given over
to the wonderful institution that
trains dogs to serve as sight to the
blind, the rest of the book being an
analysis of the psychology of blindness and of the experiences falling to
the lot of persons who have lost their
sight. Mr. Chevigny has conceived the
idea of describing the mental and
physical experiences of the blind
man and the methods by which the
handicaps of blindness may be surmounted. He discusses the well-meaning, the blundering, and successful
attempts of relatives and friends to
cope with such a disaster as blindness,
and the similar trials and errors of
the great institutions for the blind.
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Throughout good taste has dictated certain limits to the author's
recital. He does not intend to rouse
sympathy nor on the other hand does
he descend to trivialities or pose in
the passages which reveal his sense
of humor. One is not permitted to
forget the tragedy of sightlessness,
nor, on the other hand, is there any
self-complacency in the story which
tells how the disaster was met and
victory achieved. As an example of
the humor that plays about much of
the story read the following describing the experiences of Chevigny
when he went to one of New York's
swankier hotels to get a haircut and
shave.
That hotel was the kind I used to
enter with awe. I always felt like calling
the bellboys "sir." Now, though, I was
received with a certain state. Apparently
my telephone call had virtually precipitated a staff meeting to decide just how
to handle me when I would arrive.
When my taxi drove up, in addition to
the usual doorman, there were two bellboys and an assistant manager there to
receive me. I was then conducted carefully through the service entrance and
up some back stairs, which proved much
more difficult than the revolving doors
and the lobby. The shop was hushed
and solemn as I was ushered in and I
was virtually· lifted by the uniformed
attendant into the chair. I tried a joke,
the usual thing about getting a haircut
once every three months even if I didn't
need it. It was a mistake. The silence
told me that I wasn't a man who should
make jokes, not even good ones. In some
irritation I said that, yes, I wanted a
little of the hair tonic but I wasn't ready
for the embalming fluid.
There are deep flashes of psychological insight. Like this about the
falseness which some people cannot
hide:

Some of these people spent small
fortunes on the care and cultivation of
their external selves, striving to create
a personality which would be valid in
the eyes of the world. And so far as the
eye is concerned they succeeded, but
you suddenly knew, as you listened only
to their speech, that they had failed to
coordinate themselves into whole personalities.
Or this on the power of the mind
to create pictures even in the absence
of visual experience:
Not for nothing has radio proven to
be the greatest medium ever designed
for the setting forth of fantasy. The
simplest hint in the dialogue to indicate
time, place, and social atmosphere is
all that the mind needs to construct for
itself on the instant the ballroom, hotel
room, moving train or whatever else
may be necessary for the visualization
of the scene, and the sound effects complete the picture. From the moment a
voice is heard a picture is evoked.
There are experiences which would
never be recorded except by a blind
man, for instance:
Once I overheard an apartment doorman tell another how stupid I amand that's another thing, the general
assumption that the blind are also deaf.
I have occasionally been amazed at the
rudeness of this assumption; curbing
my dog along a street, walking, or even
in offices, I have heard myself discussed
quite as if I weren't present. People
very often raise their voices in talking
to the blind; they also choose their
words with great care, as if addressing a
child or an idiot. I have sometimes
thought that the raising of the voice has
been due to the fact that the person
talking finds his usual gestures of no
value when he feels the need for emphasis. It is all something that gives the
blind much amusement.
Much of the book is an answer to
the question-How does a person who
loses his sight adjust himself to his

September 1947
affliction? The parts which a good
education, native courage, and religion play in the solution of the problem are treated with varying emphasis. The author is reluctant to speak
about the religious angle but he
thanks "God and Doctor Berens" for
winning the first fight against despair and there is a moving chapter
on false comforters, taken from the
Book of Job, concluding with a discussion of the question, "But why
should it happen to me?" To this
question, "the question asked by
every man when misfortune strikes
and to which the world is ready to
help him find the answer," Chevigny
says:
God alone knows the answer and, as
He plainly tells us in the Book of Job,
He reserves it to Himself. To us it must
be enough to look upon it as a cross to
be borne like any other, a test of faith,
or in the light of utterly meaningless
chance, which indiscriminately distributes the opportunity to all to show
nobility or cowardice.

Wonders of the Outdoors
FOOTNOTES ON NATURE. By
John Kieran. Doubleday & Company, Garden City, N. Y. 1947. 279
pages. $3.00.

J

OHN KIERAN is most widely known
through the radio program, "Information, Please." How he has come
by some of his information is entertainingly set forth in this volume,
which is an informal account of the
observations which he and several
nature-loving friends carry on in the
region of New York City and in the
Berkshires of Western Massachusetts.
The group is afoot, as much as pos-
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sible, in all kinds of weather and
throughout the year. Kieran's particular interest is in birds and he will
gladly walk miles in the rain to observe an unusual warbler or a few
rare ducks, but insects, flowers, trees,
and mammals are not neglected. The
book is written in a familiar, unaffected vein; there are anecdotes and
quotations; there is a liberal sprinkling of real humor; in short, Footnotes on Nature is a thoroughly delightful book.
It is to be hoped, however, that
the volume will not only be read
and enjoyed by people who are willing to appreciate nature secondhand, but that many will be moved
by Kieran's enthusiasm to follow in
his footsteps and acquaint themselves
personally with some of the beauties
and marvels of God's handiwork in
the great outdoors. It can be done so
inexpensively. A magnifying glass
costing a quarter, as Kieran points
out, will show one astonishing things
when one applies it to insects or the
parts of flowers. One of the group, a
painter, in examining a maple bloom
with a magnifying glass, says, "I
shouldn't do this. It's too discouraging for a painter. Look at the colors
in this blossom-the design-the delicate shading-wonderful! A man
could spend a lifetime with paint and
canvas and never come close to producing a single masterpiece like this
one little blossom."
Many people nowadays are nervous, irritable, and petty because
they are occupied too much with
man and his works; they would find
a soothing, healing, and refining influence steal over them if they were
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to turn' more of their attention to the
works of God in nature
And leave the vain low strife
That makes men mad-the tug for
wealth and powerThe passions and the cares that wither
life
And waste its little hour.

Modern Nemesis-Making
and Meaning
ATOMICS FOR THE MILLIONS.
By Dr. Maxwell Leigh Eidinoff
and Hyman Ruchlis. McGraw-Hill
Book Co., New York. 1947. 281
pages. $3.50.
ROF. HAROLD C. UREY, in an introduction to this book, speaks · of it
as an effort to give a semi-popular
account of what such words as
"atoms," "atomic energy," "atomic
force," and "isotopes" mean, together
with a discussion of the fundamental
experiments on which an understanding of the subject must be based. The
authors have succeeded in doing what
they set out to do in a remarkably
clear and arresting manner. The
book addresses itself to intelligent
readers but presupposes no knowledge of mathematics or scientific formulae. The scientific terms that are
used are fully explained when they
are introduced. But, for all this, the
book is not a carton of intellectual
baby-food but a complete and wellrounded presentation of the basic
facts, principles, and methods involved. A series of whimsical illustrations by Maurice Sendak give a
sort of comic relief but also serve to
clarify the text.
The first five chapters trace the
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fortunes of the atomic theory from
the days of Democritus, its inventor,
to the time when it became clear
that the most important fact about
atoms is their internal structure. The
steps are then detailed by which the
secrets of atomic architecture were
gradually unlocked, the fundamental
building blocks of the atom-electrons, protons, neutrons, and positrons-were identified, and methods
were devised to invade the nucleus of
the atom and tap its tremendous energy. This carries the record to the beginning of the Second World War,
when a black-out curtain was drawn
on the exchange of scientific information between the hostile camps. It was
known in scientific circles the world
over that if either side should succeed in developing atomic weapons
before the other it would win the
war. The book goes on to tell the
strange story of how our scientists,
in a struggle against seemingly insuperable difficulties, produced the
atom bomb. It is explained what
problems they had to face and how
they solved them, only such details
being omitted as are still secret.
The last section of the book deals
with the potentialities of the Atomic
Age into which we are now entering.
It canvasses the chances of harnessing
atomic energy for a variety of purposes, some of them familiar, others
hardly dreamed-of. When it is considered that the atomic energy locked
in a pound of coal is three billion
times as great as the energy to be
gained by burning that pound of
coal, the horizon of possibilities expands to something approaching infinity. Several further chapters are
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devoted to the use of radioactive and
stable isotopes in medicine. The government already operates an "atomic
grocery store" in connection with its
atomic projects from which it sells
about fifty different kinds of radioactive atoms for experimentation by
medical scientists and others. Remarkable results have already been
achieved with, e.g., radioactive phosphorus and iodine in the brief time
they have been available. What further conquests of disease and what
improvements in general human welfare may flow from the unlocking of
the atom only the future can tell, if
-(that is the warning of the last
chapter) mankind does not use the
stupendous power that has passed
into its hands for its own destruction.

Some Conremporary Verse
THE LONG REPRIEVE. By Hubert Creekmore. New Directions,
New York. 1946. 67 pages. $2.50.
RIP VAN JVINKLE'S DREAM. By
Jeannette Michael Haien. Doubleday and Company, Garden City,
New York. 1947. 95 pages. $2.50.
at New Caledonia during the war, Creekmore wrote
these poems in which he attempts to
see the soldier's experience in terms
of a larger background-the background of civilian life on the island,
both native and French; the background of normal life back home;
the background of all history.
The fact of the close relationship
between good and evil is often called
to the poet's mind. A little French
primary school occupies the grounds
C'TATIONED

~

of an old colonial prison; "children
leap at games" in an enclosed yard
where "some far mother" of theirs,
perhaps, paced up and down, sent
out from France as a convict. In the
park the soldiers delight in the excellent music furnished by an orchestra of felons:
Chameleon crime with a finger touch
Changes its color . . .

The soldiers feel lost in the strange
civilization and long to rejoin their
loved ones through letters, but
Emotions suicide by magic
When they face a verbal system.

When the poet contemplates the
confusion in aims and the human
waste of war, his bitterness sometimes betrays him into mere prose
statement. But in "Garden of War"
he produces a magnificent metaphor
for battle experience:
Flower of fire, of instantaneous
generation
From seed of iron to powder bloom
and spray
Of piercing pollen fragments . . .
... Men,
In this perverted botany, denied
communion,
Waiting to become the phase of death
In your unnatural growth, must poLH
out love,
Uprooted plants forcing a last withered
bloom.

Creekmore has studied and experimented with various types of offrhymes and with counterpointed
rhythms. The tensions set up by these
techniqu~s produce many excellent
passages.
Miss Haien's poem, which won a
major award in the Hopwood poetry
contest at the University of Michigan
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in 1945, is a reinterpretation of the
story of Rip Van Winkle. There are
three themes: the mystery and beauty
of nature in the Catskills, Rip's activities, and Rip's dreams of the
America of the future. The first
theme gives rise to what ,are by far
the best sections of the poem. The
other two are adulterated by an immature idealism, which will not leave
Rip alone with his cronies and his
dog, Wolf, but must make him a
dreamer after the style of the apotheosized Lincoln. The influence of
Stephen Benet on young writers has
been in this respect unfortunate.
The passages on the Catskills are
often excellent; the poet conveys the
delight and mystery of fields and
woods:
Against a twilight's mounting haze, a
shivering spider
Knits two fluted twigs with single
spin;Clear, compelling through the dusk, late
birdcalls mount:
From the waters come the bitterns'
hollow rawkAnd darkness, blackening. shows no sign
Of movement,-the lake is calm
And no tall heron mounts his leg to fish.
Moonlight, in a silverspill upon the
land ..

Undramatic Drama
ANOTHER PART OF THE FOREST. A play in three acts by Lillian
Hellman. The Viking Press, New
York. 1947. 134 pages. $2.00.
NOTHER PART OF THE FOREST fails

to be of interest because it conA
tains no conflict of dramatic, as dis-

tinguished from mere theatrical, importance. A tyrant father is deposed
by a tyrant son; they are too much
alike for their exchange to be of
significance. The persons whom they
tyrannize over are either so much
like them, as in the case of the daughter, Regina, that the tyranny is large1y meaningless, or so weak, as in the
case of the Bagtrys, that there is no
conflict at all.
Fifteen years after the Civil War,
Marcus Hubbard, a wealthy moneylender, is hated but feared by his
impoverished Southern neighbors,
who know well that he made his
money by brutal profiteering and
who suspect in addition that he was
responsible for the massacre of a
group of young Southern soldiers.
Among these neighbors is a Confederate veteran of thirty-six. With
him Marcus' daughter, Regina, has
fallen passionately in love. But her
heart is not single; her father's love
of power causes her to despise the
impotence of the Bagtry family, and
her father's genius for practicality
puts her utterly out of patience with
John's fruitless idealism. He, in turn,
though he loves her, recognizes her
as one of the enemy. An excellent
tragedy might have been worked out
in terms of this couple, with their
attractions and hostilities growing out
of such different concepts of good
and evil. But Miss Hellman has made
Regina sensationally inhuman, and
thus put her out of the realm of
tragedy, while John Bagtry is never
made more than the shadow of a
man. Another tragedy, Marcus' desire
for his daughter's happiness in conflict with his egoism, is also left un-
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developed. The fact that at the end
Regina definitely allies herself with
the more powerfu'l of the two tyrants
seems unimportant; she has been in
their joint camp from the start.

The Theater
BEST PLAYS OF THE MODERN
AMERICAN THEATRE: Second
Series. Edited with an introduction
by John Gassner. Crown Publishers,
New York. 1947. 776 pages. $3.50.
OHN GASSNER's first collection of

JatreBest Plays of the American The-

contained the texts of twenty
outstanding plays and covered a
period of twenty years in the history
of the American theater. The second
volume in the series presents a comprehensive survey and a ~earching
analysis of the theater during the
critical years between 1939 and 1946.
Mr. Gassner declares that these were
indeed the years of crisis and that

like Frost's oven bird, anyone who reviews the American theatre of this period frames the question of "what to
make of a diminished thing." The
American theatre entered the war period
with depleted resources, unhappy memories, and jaded nerves. Considerable
time was to elapse before it could recuperate from its neurasthenia. And if
at long last war served as a stimulant,
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it was not sufficiently energizing to make
the American drama surge forward
along new paths toward new goals. In
the 'twenties, America domesticated
modern dramatic art. In the 'thirties we
discovered and developed the insurgent
social theatre. It is impossible to discern
what the theatre of the 'forties has discovered, if anything; thus far it has certainly produced no distinct style or dominant content.
The plays chosen by Mr. Gassner
for his new anthology are: The Glass
Menagerie, by Tennessee Williams;
The Time of Your Life, by William
Saroyan; I Remember Mama, by John
van Druten; Life with Father, by
Howard Lindsay and Russell Crouse;
Born Yesterday, by Garson Kanin;
The Voice of the Turtle, by John
van Druten; The Male Animal, by
James Thurber and Elliott Nugent;
The Man Who Came to Dinner, by
George S. Kaufman and Moss Hart;
Dream Girl, by Elmer Rice; The
Philadelphia Story, by Philip Barry;
Arsenic and Old Lace, by Joseph Kesselring; The Hasty Heart, by John
Patrick; Home of the Brave, by Arthur Laurents; Tomorrow the World,
by James Gow and Arnaud d'U sseau;
Watch on the Rhine, by Lillian Hellman; The Patriots, by Sidney Kingsley; and Abe Lincoln in Illinois, by
Robert E. Sherwood.
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READING ROOM
oR some elusive reason, sumhas come to be acknowledged as a time for "light
reading." We concede that when
the thermometer stands at 100 in
the shade, it is difficult to do any
heavy reading, or, for that matter,
any reading at all. Be that as it
may, the journalistic pabulum
that was offered to sweltering
readers during the summer just
ended hardly adhered to the popular tradition. The facts of postwar life are just too grim and u~
yielding to admit of any summer
recess. Take, for example, the
lVI arshall Plan, which has evoked
almost unlimited discussion in
the journals of opinion ever since
it was enunciated.

F mertime

The U. S. and Europe
most penetrating anO alysesof theof the
Marshall Plan is
NE

that offered by the Christian Century in its issue of July 30, in an
editorial entitled, "The Marshall
Plan Is Doubled-Edged." Conceding that Mr. Marshall's proposal
was conceived in common sense

By
THOMAS
COATES

and in a spirit of helpfulness, the
editorial warns that, if it fails,
it will have serious repercussions upon America's position in
the world and will throw open
the floodgates to Communism
throughout Europe. The plan can
be wrecked by any of three factors: · Disagreements among the
European states; disagreements
between the European nations
and the United States; and failure
of the American Congress to appropriate funds large enough and
soon enough. "The Marshall
Plan," summarizes the editorial,
"is a great venture in statesmanship. It is also a great gamble."
In much the same vein, Eric
Johnston offers a constructive article, "Partnership Capitalism," in
the July issue of the Atlantic.
When Mr. Johnston writes or
speaks, he usually makes sense,
and this article is no exception.
He begins by pointing out the
fallacy of the "leftists," who decry
America's alleged "imperialism"
in its program of aid to Europe.
"I asked my leftish friend," writes
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Mr. Johnston, "if he'd ever heard
of any other 'imperialist' nation
which gave away its possessions
and cut its armed forces to about
a tenth of their full strength." At
the same time, he also explodes
the reasoning of the "rightists,'"
who predict national bankruptcy
if America continues to give away
her substance to foreigners whose
welfare, they say, is of no immediate concern to us. To this Eric
Johnston replies: "Unless the
world can get back on its feet,
we're never going to have peace.
It's cheaper to build a peaceful
world than to fight another war.
The United States cannot long
survive as an island of plenty in a
world ocean of want."
The solution which the author
suggests is what he calls "partnership capitalism." For this concept
he offers the following definition:
"American capital and know-how
in partnership with the capital,
the manpower, and the resources
of other countries. Its purpose is
a mutual and cooperative development of industry among nations." The imperialist powers of
the past, he points out, have inevitably sought to take away as
much as possible of the wealth
and resources of the lands which
they exploited. "Partnership capitalism," on the other hand,
would strive to build up the economy of other lands by our joining forces with the nationals of
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these countries in cooperative
ventures. If there is anything
wrong with this approach, we
have not yet been able to detect it.
"Hunger,'' the lead article by
Beulah Amidon in the July Survey Graphic} does not make pleasant reading-and yet it should be
read. The author presents a comprehensive review of the present
food situation in Europe-the
most urgent problem in the world
today. In a graphic way she presents the human factors that are
represented by such cold and impersonal concepts as "diet deficiencies" and "low caloric consumption." These terms really
mean human suffering beyond description, the demise of a onceproud civilization. Showing that
charity is not enough, Miss Amidon cites a number of solutions
to the problem, particularly
through the creation of a World
Food Council as an arm of the
United Nations. "Americans,'' she
concludes, "cannot salve their consciences with occasional food packages to friends and relatives in
hunger ridden lands. Only international planning and cooperation can save the hungry victims
of war and war's aftermath."
Our only criticism of this otherwise excellent article is that the
author fails to lay her finger on
one of the principal reasons for
the present European debaclethe vicious Morgenthau plan, sup-
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ported by Mr. Roosevelt and implemented by Mr. Truman at
Potsdam. This piece of egregious
international folly has now mercifully been repealed, but its cost
in terms of human misery, economic chaos, and the retardation
of postwar recovery is beyond calculation.

Russia Again
THE Christian Century for
Jl July 16, Prof. Edward MeN.
Burns offers an altogether fatuous
article entitled "Shall We Act
Without Russia?" which is characteristic of the dream-world approach to U. S.-Russian relations
which has rapidly been shattered
under the impact of hard and
grim reality. If we are to believe
Mr. Burns, Russia is a coy bride
who needs only to be wooed, and
the onus for the deterioration of
our relations with the Soviet
Union rests altogether upon this
country. "What can be the motives of those who would deliberately split the world into an
eastern and a western sphere?"
asks the author. Why not put that
question to Marshal Stalin, Professor? Again: "Perhaps the chief
impetus for the desire to cut loose
from Russia and to go our own
way comes actually from our long
heritage of isolationism," opines
Mr. Burns. Does the record of our
almost unlimited concessions to
Russia during and immediate! y
lfN

after the war, our almost maudlin
insistence on "understanding"
Russia, the double standard of
international morality that we invoked in defense of the Soviet
dictatorship-does all of this add
up to "a desire to cut loose from
Russia and go our own way"?
Again, the author protests,
"The Russian people, rulers and
subjects alike, are obsessed by
fear." Fear of whom? Fear of
prostrate Germany, or of bankrupt Britain? Fear of the United
States, then? Clearly that is what
Professor Burns implies. His proposal, therefore, is more and better appeasement of the Soviet
tyranny-that same appeasement
which was so reprehensible when
directed toward the Nazi tyranny.
Frankly, we are becoming more
than a trifle weary of this type of
article. It is therefore refreshing
to read a more honest and realistic appraisal of the Soviet philosophy like that which appeared in
the July issue of Foreign Affairs
(and reprinted in abbreviated
form in Life for July 28), under
the title of "The Sources of Soviet
Conduct." This should be required reading for every literate
American-including professors of
history and political science.
It is notable, in this connection,
to read an article in the Nation
for July 19 by Leon Blum, Socialist ex-premier of France, on "The
Soviets Say No." Discussing the
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recent Paris conference on the
Marshall Plan from which Mr.
Molotov made an early and ominous exit, M. Blum asks, "How is
it possible that not even a common pledge of adherence to the
fundamental principles of the
plan could be agreed upon? How
is one to understand the Soviet
Union's resistance to these principles, which had been evolved
precisely in order to overcome its
distrust and opposition?" The author points out that the Marshall
Plan, in its approach to the European nations as a collective whole
rather than individually, "seemed
made to order for the Soviet
Union and its satellites." The
French leader pulls no punches
when he concludes, "It is therefore not diflicul t to place the responsibility for the failure of the
conference . . . The world has
just experienced a harsh setback."

Inside U. S. A.
o, WE do not refer to Mr. John
Gunther's book of that title.
We rather refer to a baker's dozen
of especially significant articles on
the domestic scene which appeared in the journals during the
past month or two.
Naturally, a number of these
were devoted to analyses of the
hotly debated Taft-Hartley Labor
Bill. Perhaps the best of these is
Louis Stark's thorough and dis-
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passionate study in the July Sw·vey Graphic. There is no question
that few acts of Congress have
been subjected to such a barrage
of misrepresentation as the TaftHartley measure. We wonder how
many of those who denounced it
as a "slave labor bill" actually
read its provisions.
At the same time, it is undeniable that the bill is far from perfect, that it contains numerous
inequities, and that it is exceedingly complex. The pendulum inevitably swings from one extreme
to the other. Mr. Stark subjects
the bill to careful scrutiny, points
out its defects as well as its virtues, and predicts that "the law
will be defied while court tests are
under way just as many employers
defied the Wagner act in 1935."
He is sure, at any rate, that "the
lawyers will have a field day."
Peacetime conscription is dead
for the time being, but its advocates are certain to renew their
efforts in its behalf when Congress again convenes. The Commonweal of July 11 lashes out at
the program in an article, "The
Hopeless Route," by John Broderick. The author points out the
anachronism of a large standing
army in the atomic age, for "if
the atomic scientists have any
worthwhile bit of advice to pass
on to us at all, it is this: that if
there is another war (a) we are
all done for; and (b) having a
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large army at hand will not even
serve to prolong the agony."
Harold Stassen, in a perhaps unguarded moment, took the Southern Baptist Convention to task
for criticizing the Supreme Court
decision to sanction the use of tax
funds in providing transportation
for parochial school children.
Said the presidential aspirant: "I
do not consider it to be in keeping with the dignity or the standing or the teachings of my great
religious denomination to attack
a decision of the Supreme Court
after it is made." Let it be observed that Mr. Stassen's point
was not the propriety of a church
body expressing a political view,
but rather the propriety of criticizing the Supreme Court.
That, we think, was a rather
bad fumble. -so does E. Hilton
Jackson, writing in the Christian
Century for July g. Since when,
argues Mr. Jackson, is the Supreme Court sacrosanct and immune from criticism? "Ours is a
living, dynamic law, evolved not
revealed, and public opinion has
a vital, legitimate place in this
evolutionary process." Mr. Stassen's expression on this matter is
hardly in ket:ping with his wellpublicized liberalism.
Still reading the Christian Cen-

tury-this time the issue of August
6-we come across an article by
former chaplain Renwick C. Kennedy on "The G. I. Gravy Train."
We wonder whether the average
veteran agrees with Mr. Kennedy's indictment of the policy of
granting what he terms "lavish"
privileges to the veteran and of
alleged corruption in the administration of the law. At any rate,
the article is bound to provoke
heated discussion.
We do not count ourselves
among , the admirers of New
York's frenetic ex-mayor, Fiorello
H. LaGuardia. We are nevertheless willing to grant that he has
written a good article in the July
issue of the Atlantic. Its title is
"Bosses Are Bunk," and it constitutes a reply to Boss Ed Flynn's
apologia for machine politics and
political bossism in the May issue
of the same magazine. With characteristic vigor the Little Flower
pummels away at the boss of the
Bronx and exposes the inherent
evils of the political machine. Mr.
Flynn to the contrary notwithstanding, "the boss and the machine are not inevitable," declares
LaGuardia, and he substantiates
that assertion on the basis of his
own experience as three-term Fusion Mayor of New York.
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
------------------------------~+·-----------------------------THERE WAS A TIME
By Taylor Caldwell. Charles Scribner's Sons. $3.00.
AYLOR CALDWF.LL'S novels have
a wide popularity in
the past ten years. Some of her novels
have reached the staggering total of
1,275,ooo copies sold. On the whole,
her novels are well constructed. She
can tell a story well-and that is certainly an achievement. She is able to
hold the reader, even the most blase
reviewer. Having said that, however,
one is puzzled as to just what to say.
This latest production is the tale of
a sensitive artistic soul, Frank Clair,
who finally finds himself after years
of frustration and disappointment as
a genuinely creative artist. The story
begins in England and eventually
ends in New York state. One has the
feeling that Theodore Dreiser did a
better job in The Genius, although
even this novel is unsatisfactory. Perhaps the key to one's dissatisfaction
with Taylor Caldwell's latest book is
that no writer is able to describe and
make live the problems of the creative writer. The biographer of a

T attracted

Tolstoy or Henry James can deal
with known facts. The novelist must
first project a character and then
have that protaganist create novels
or paintings or music. Somewhere
the air of reality is lost. Nevertheless, There Was a Time is an interesting novel for one of those evenings
when the radio has palled and you
feel you ought to read a novel.

THE COUNTERFEITERS
By Andre Gide. Alfred A. Knopf.
$3.00.
LONG with such memorable novels
the 2oth century as The
Magic Mountain, Ulysses, Remembrance of Things Past, The Counterfeiters is a landmark in contemporary
fiction. First published in 1925, The
Counterfeiters has served as a model
for dozens of novelists. Gide's technique, philosophical approach, his
breadth of understanding, his ability
to encompass the feeling of an age
is the mark of a genius. The novel
betrays once more the sickness of our
age: the lack of definite moral standards. The present edition is a reprint.
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LITERATURE AND MORALITY
By James T. Farrell. Vanguard
Press. $3.00.
gadfly of American literature
offers a collection of his essays
T
and reviews which have appeared
HE

previously in American literary magazines. Then, as now, these words
will be the subject of bitter debate
on all sides. Mr. Farrell's swats at
the Communists in creative writing
are resounding and harsh. It was
time someone uttered the truth that
predigested political theories (or theories of any kind for that matter)
dogmatically stated will always hinder the development of the true
artist in any field. Included in the
volume are Mr. Farrell's essays on
Tolstoy's War and Peace.

A ROOM ON THE ROUTE
By Godfrey Blunden. J. B. Lippincott. $3.00.
ow that the iron curtain seems

N to make Soviet Russia even
more mysterious, it is good to have

a novel which gives one the feel of
contemporary Russia. It is true, the
author is an Australian, but at the
same time Mr. Blunden served a long
time in Russia as a correspondent.
The novel is a story of the plain people of Russia and also the upper
crust. We are introduced to Russian
social life of every possible kind. We
see how Russians feel about their
leaders in the Kremlin, how they act
in a time of tension; we discover
that they do indeed love their country. Particularly tragic is the incidental story of Mary Anderson, an
American girl, who married a Com-

munist and now lives in Russia. She
is, of course, forever cut off from her
native land. We meet courageous and
disillusioned people, we get to know
the ardent Communist and the questioning patriot. This is a very effective novel and one which will perhaps give the reader a better insight
into Russian ways than many a factual book. At least Mr. Blunden gives
the impression that he knows some
of the Russians.

KAFKA'S PRAYER
By Paul Goodman. Vanguard.
$3.00,
study of the great Czech
writer's works. There
to
A
be a Franz Kafka vogue these days.
CRITICAL

s~erns

Various Americans are attempting to
bring Kafka before the American
reading public, although at present
if ten thousand Americans have a
good b<+sic knowledge of Kafka such
an audience would be phenomenally
large. Before reading this critical
study it might be well for the beginner to read The Castle and The
Trial) perhaps Kafka's two greatest
novels. The growing library of critneed the
ical works on Kafka
addition of Paul Goodman's study.
Anyone interested in Soren Kierkegaard will want to start reading
Franz Kafka.

will

ODD MAN OUT
By F. L. Green. Reyna! and Hitchcock, New York. 1947. 280 pages.

$2.75·
IRST

run movie houses are already

F beguiling patrons with the English film version of this wonderfully
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contrived novel. Few books come
along that make such natural transplants for the screen. The story, set
in Belfast, is the last eight hours of
a Wagnerian Irish revolutionary,
Johnny. As leader of his organization, Johnny kills a man in the robbery of a flax mill. Himself wounded
in the fray, he falls from the getaway
car and becomes lost in the afternoon
rain. Half conscious, Johnny goes
through the next eight hours pursued by an inexorable fate. Around
him people converge in all the vagaries of human virtue, faults and
emotion. As such the book is an elaborate and largely successful allegory
on the modern world. This is as fine
a novel as the "Informer" was a
movie.

BEVIN OF BRITAIN
By Trevor Evans. W. W. Norton
and Co., Inc., New York. 1947. 282
pages. $3 .oo.

1r N HIS Bevin of Britain Trevor
J1. Evans, a veteran Britis.h journalist, has given us a condensed biography of Great Britain's Foreign Secretary which tells in an interesting
manner the fascinating story of Bevin's rise from a Bristol van boy,
attached to a two-horse lorry which
carried bottles of mineral water, to
his appointment as His Majesty's
Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs.
The author traces Bevin's tumultuous career in the British labor union
movement, underlines the part he
played in amalgamating the English
trade unions into one powerful and
flexible body, and describes his significant role in Winston Churchill's
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war cabinet as Minister of Labor and
National Service. It pictures the prewar Bevin as the eloquent, forceful
champion of the oppressed laborer
and the Bevin of the war years as
the practical, clear-thinking mobilizer and organizer of his nation's
man power resources.
Unfortunately, Mr. Evans lacks
discrimination in the evaluation of
the personality and the work of the
subject of his biography. He suffers
from a rather bad case of the malady
of hero worship. It almost makes it
appear as if the distinguished Mr.
Bevin is infallible when speaking
and acting ex cathedra politica. Aside
from this annoying attitude, however,
the book will be useful to the average
reader who wishes to enlarge his
knowledge of the person and work
of one of the leading actors on the
world-stage today. C. F. PATIERSON

THE REAL SOVIET RUSSIA
By David J. Dallin. Yale University Press, New Haven. 1947. 325
pages. $3.50.
edition, reT visedisupanto enlarged
1947, of a book origHIS

inally published in 1944. Anyone
who has tried to inform himself on
Russian affairs has almost certainly
come across quotations from this
work and others by the same author.
Dallin is Russian-born and was for a
number of years a member of the
Moscow Soviet. He escaped from Russia to avoid arrest for opposing the
regime in power. At present he is
living in this country.
The first chapter of the book presents a collection of false and often
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ridiculous statements about Russian
affairs which have been made by correspondents and others who know
little about Russia. In the rest of the
book Dallin describes "the real Soviet
Russia" as he has come to know it
through personal experience and
through the study of soviet literature.
He discusses the changes that have
taken place in communist theory and
practice since the beginning; the
Trotzkyist opposition; the opportunism involved in the new religious
policy; the soviet concept of foreign
policy; the social inequality that has
displaced the equalitarianism of the
early days of the Revolution; the development and nature o(. the new
classes that have arisen; the terrible
story of the fifteen million or more
victims of the inhuman system of
slave labor; the character of the
groups that govern and control the
masses; and the situation in Russia
after the war.
The book is not a diatribe against
communism but a calm and careful
evaluation of the historic development of the Bolshevik Revolution
and of the reasons for that development. The documentation consists
chiefly of references to Russian sources. While the results arrived at constitute a powerful indictment of
Russian communism, the unprejudiced reader will, we are confident,
lay aside the book with the conviction that Dallin knows the facts and
has let them &peak. Dallin has a
knack of disposing his material in
logical order and of compressing a
wealth of information into a narrow
compass and of still writing clearly
and interestingly.

DEATH'S OLD SWEET SONG
By Jonathan Stagge. The Crime
Club, New York. 1947. 239 pages.
$2.00.
is a highly contrived multiple
involving the Crime
Club's Dr. Westlake, his daughter,
Dawn, and a song. Somebody sings
an old English ballad at a picnic in
New England. The verses inspire a
grizzly succession of murders. Author
Stagge's pot boils merrily until reliable old Dr. Westlake stumbles
across the murderer's corpse on the
floor of his own office.
HIS

T whodunit

THE PAGEANT OF MIDDLE
AMERICAN HISTORY
By Anne Merriman Peck. Longmans, Green & Co., New York.
1947. $4.00.
ERE we have a book which will
render good service to the general public as an introduction to the
romantic saga and the colorful history of the countries south of the Rio
Grande del Norte and north of Colombia.
Mrs. Peck begins her kaleidoscopic
pageant by unfolding a vivid picture
of the life of the ancient Mayas and
their marvelous culture. She continues her story with the explorations and conquests of the adventurous Spaniards and Portuguese. She
tells of their lust for precious gold
and silver and of the subjugation
and part-extermination of the powerless Indians for the satisfaction of
their greed for riches and power. We
learn of the brutality and dictatorial
rule of the Spanish conquistadnres
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and grandes, which provoked everrecurring insurrections and revolts in
Central America. After the establishment of independence of these countries political upheavals within them
continued and the chaos resulting
from these conditions placed them at
the mercy of the powerful countries
of the world, such as the United
States, driven by her obsession of
"Manifest Destiny." The French under Napoleon III with his ambition
for the re-establishment of a FrancoAmerican colonial empire, the British, French, German, and, last but
by no means least, los Yankees with
their schemes of economic exploitation, frequently backed by the guns
of their respective governments.
As a production of historiography
Mrs. Peck's book does not stand the
test of scholarship. For there is no
indication of her sources for footnotes; nor does she base her statements on primary sources. Her treatment of the Banana Kingdom, while
engaging, is more a travelogue or a
piece of subtle chamber of commerce

propaganda than a discriminating
historical account. It is, furthermore,
hardly possible to cover the history
of so many centuries sufficiently and
properly in a short volume of 470
pages of large type. However, Mrs.
Peck tells her story well and interestingly, and therefore her book may
serve as an enticing appetizer for a
more substantial meal.
GLADYS MASUCH

A MAN'S REACH
Edited by Thomas H. Johnson. G.
P. Putnam's Sons. $2.50.
lectures delivered before
the Lawrenceville School by
leaders in various phases of thought
and action. The lectures are able discussions for American youth deliberating on the problems of the future. J. Frank Dobie, the great
raconteur of America's southwest,
runs off with the honors. He offers a
collection of animal tales absolutely
unique and fascinating.
APK.

E
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Motion Picture
THE CREsSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

emergence of the motionT picture
screen as a powerful

fan magazines. Artistic standards
came into being, the quality of
the acting improved by leaps and
bounds, and the practice of singling out individual players for
stardom took form.
The period of the first World
War was an important one in the
history of the screen. In the brief
span of four years the movies became a big business and a national institution. Expansion in all its
branches was rapid. It was a time
of fantastic successes and spectacular failures. Entirely new patterns of production, distribution
and exhibition were drawn. Roll ywood became the recognized
center of an industry which
moved forward with giant strides.
In her excellent book, Freedom
of the Movies, Dr. Ruth A. Inglis
declares:

HE

agency of, and for, mass communication has been extraordinarily
rapid. Fifty years ago motion pictures were virtually unknown.
The first nickelodeon theater, designed especially for the showing
of the crude and simple "flickers"
of the day, was opened in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, in 1905. During this early period entire pictures were often made in a single
day. The average cost of the best
films seldom exceeded $500. The
star system had not yet been initiated, and producers carefully
preserved the anonymity of the
players.
By 1go8 the revolutionary entertainment medium began to attain a measure of respectability.
During the next six years significant advances were made in the
development of production techniques. This period saw the be.
ginning of screen credits and the
birth of the first motion-picture-

Today the industry is highly concentrated. In terms of capital investment, volume of business, profits, and
power, five large companies enjoy an
overwhelming superiority over their
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nearest competitors. Unlike other
companies, they also own theaters.
These five are Loew's, Inc. (MetroGoldwyn-Mayer), Paramount Pictures, Inc., Radio-Keith-Orpheum
Corporation, Twentieth-Century-Fox
Film Corporation , and Warner
Brothers, Inc. Three additional companies-Columbia Pictures Corporation, United Artists Corporation, and
Universal Pictures Company, Inc.commonly are linked with the Big
Five, and together they are known
in the industry as the eight majors.
Dr. Inglis lists three other types
of production units in her comprehensive report: the independent satellites, who work hand in
glove with the eight majors; the
less powerful and less important
minors, who turn out endless B
pictures; and the so-called Poverty
Row producers, who cling precarious! y to the fringes of the industry. These producers
operate on a shoestring. Their function is to produce inexpensive films,
some of them for the "sex circuit,"
i.e., cheap theaters in downtown
areas of large cities featuring horror
pictures and sex thrillers for transients. There are about a hundred
and twenty-five such theaters in the
country.

The Film Daily Yearbook for
1946 estimates the total capital
investment in the motion-picture
industry at more than $2,50o,ooo,ooo. The number of regular employes is set at 205,000, with an
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approximate annual pay roll of
$5oo,ooo,ooo. There are more
than 2o,ooo motion-picture theaters in 1o,ooo towns and cities
scattered over the land. Estimates
as to the average weekly attendance range from a conservative
65,ooo,ooo to a top figure of 95·ooo,ooo. In recent years production and publicity costs have risen
to staggering figures, and the salaries of topflight stars regularly
skyrocket these individuals into
the nation's highest income brackets. Dr. Inglis points to the danger which lurks in excessive
production costs and exorbitant
salaries. She says:
The present organization and
scale of operations depend upon one
uncertain factor-namely, a mass market. The loss of foreign markets,
widespread domestic unemployment,
or a general dissatisfaction with
movie fare would wreak havoc in the
industry.
Apparently David 0. Selznik
does not fear or expect "a general
widespread dissatisfaction with
movie fare" in the immediate future. Duel in the Sun (Vanguard
Films, King Vidor) was produced
by Mr. Selznik at a reported cost
of $6,ooo,ooo. Another $2,ooo,ooo oiled the wheels of a highpressure promotion campaign.
Duel in the Sun had its premiere
showing in Los Angeles on December 30, 1946. A storm of con-
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demnation from the Roman
Catholic Legion of Decency, from
Protestant and Jewish organizations, and from civic and educational groups forced the withdrawal of the film for a general
clean-up. The revised version is
now showing in more than a hundred theaters. In spite of a sharp
advance in the cost of admission,
box-office receipts indicate that
the picture will make a substantial profit. Mr. Selznik is an experienced showman; he has produced many fine films. He must
be fully aware of the deplorable
moral tone of his free adaptation
for the screen of David Niven's
tale of license and violence. Mr.
Selznik must know, too, that Duel
in the Sun. is woefully lacking in
genuine artistic values. He gathered together an expensive cast
of moviedom's elite. But there is
very little good acting in the picture. Technicolor effects are, for
the most part, flamboyant and
exaggerated, and Dimitri Tiomkin's music smacks strongly of the
assembly line. Duel in the Sun is
big. So are many sewage disposal
plants. It is loud. So are factory
whistles and police sirens. It is
colorful. So is a newly painted red
barn. Yet Mr. Selznik felt that not
only could he "get by" with his
brazen glamorization of unbridled
passion but that he could and
would realize a handsome financial return. Can it be that Mr.

Selznik is right? Is this all we
want from the screen?
The Egg and I (Universal-International, Chester Erskine) presents a distorted version of Bettv
MacDonald's amusing best selle1:.
As a part of a blatant ballyhoo
which attended the release of The
Egg and I an enterprising publicity man tried to induce British
Food Minister John Strachey to
permit him to have The Egg and
I stamped on every egg which
passed through a British packing
station. Eggs are still rationed in
England, and their age and quality are often questionable. Taking tpese facts into consideration,
Columnist Norah Alexander
writes in the conservative London
Daily Mail, "If the film is anything like my grocer's eggs, the
chances are it'll be a stinker." I
saw The Egg and I recently. It is.
Miss Alexander's pungent remark leads quite naturally to a
consideration of The Hucksters
(M-G-M, Jack Conway). There are
a few moments of sparkling humor and telling satire in this
garbled adaptation of Frederic
\1\Takeman's sensational novel. The
rest of the time The Hucksters is
as flat as cold dishwater. (Love
that soap!) Beautiful Deborah
Kerr, talented Ava Gardner,
dimpled Clark Gable, and veteran character actors Adolphe
Menjou and Sydney Greenstreet
try valiantly to inject life and sub-
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stance into the roles assigned to
them. :Most of the time they look
as silly as they must have felt.
Back in the turbulent 192o's
Harold Lloyd was a top-ranking
screen comedian. Although The
Sins of Harold Diddlebock (United Artists, Preston Sturgis) is mediocre fare, it does show that Mr.
Lloyd has not entirely lost his
flair for comedy. The most engrossing scenes are the sequences
taken from The Freshman, a
smash hit back in 1923.
Carnegie Hall (United Artists)
could and should have been a
distinguished picture. It could
and should have been a fittirtg
frame for magnificent music performed by world-famous artists.
It could and should have been a
fine tribute to historic Carnegie
Hall and to the cause of music in
America. Instead, all these exceptional ingredients, which should
have raised the film to a high
level of achievement, have been
made subservient to a hackneyed
and phony plot. Some of the acting is excellent. But for the most
part it is ragged and unconvincing.
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Miracle of 34th Street (2oth
Century-Fox, George Seaton) is as
refreshing as a cool breeze on a
hot and humid day. Author-director George Seaton handles this
engaging little fantasy with exceptional skill. Edmund Gwenn portrays the role of Kris Kringle with
superb artistry. A good cast gives
him excellent support.
High Barbaree (M-G-M, George
Seaton) and My Brother Talks to
Horses (M-G-M, Fred Zinnemann)
lean h~avily on whimsy and fantasy. The results are not too bad.
Rut do not pine away if you miss
both these films.
Honeymoon. (RKO-Radio, William Keighley) will try your patience to the very limit. Avoid it.
The same advice applies to The
Imperfect Lady (Paramount, Lewis Allen), a trite and dated period
piece.
The dancing of Ricardo Montalban, rising young Mexican star,
and Cyd Charisse, former! y of the
Ballet Russe, add color and in·
terest to Fiesta (M-G-M, Richard
Thorpe), a run-of-the-mill musical extravaganza.
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